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Book-learn'd she was not ; yet I ne'er knew one 

Could read like her the sorrow of a face 

At first sight off, and with a mistress' hand 

Bring from the torn, dishevelled instrument, 

Cast into corners of the world aside, 

Such moving histories. A wail of woe 

Oft preluded a tale that seldom lied 

Unto an ear so true of sympathy ; 

And thus each day she lodged within her heart 

A fresh experience better than a book. 

Oh! wise with wisdom brought from Goodness' 

depths. 
Flowing through eyes — the angels have not better — 
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And in a kindly voice whose sound fell sweet 
As sacred Sabbath bell upon the soul, 
Or distant dip of oar in twilight heard, 
Nearer and nearer coming, till the swell 
Of water from boat's bow curls round the feet 
Of fishers' children, watching on the beach. 

Her charities to science ripened so. 
That she could reach both mis'ry's cause and cure ; 
Would make the beggar leave the beggars' way 
For reassumption of lost little trade. 
That needed, may be, the tools pledged for want, 
Or children sick, or by a reckless man 
Gone all astray, not callous utterly. 

How she gave vigour to the trailing feet, 
How life infused into the outstretched hand ; 
How turned the eye from sad lone questioning 
And strained beseechery of passers by, 
Or raised it from the stones, atired with looking 
In vain up to the skies, which not withhold 
Even from the wayside flower its cup of dew. 
How made that eye director of the arm. 
In lieu of tears brought sweetened sweat of work. 
How overcame prostration of the soul 
With prospects of reward for power put forth. 
When power did seem extinguished. How she set 
The human instrument agoing. How 
The capital procured : the wonder's there. 
For all her opulence was in her love. 
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A woman of such heart was rich in friends — 
For by the heart it is that friends are won — 
And their extent of charity she read, 
Their inclinations, and their ways and means : — 
How much each might bestow towards this end, 
Not only without hurt, but small, so small. 
The gentleman cannot his smile restrain, 
The lady blushes that so slight a gift, 
Such petty grain of mustard-seed, not worth 
The trouble of a thought, should be accept. 
But she would take no more. She had her plan, 
The calculating dame, — ^would not waste force 
Nor bounty weary, she who wearied never. 
And so was never by her givers shunned. 

Ah ! she was comely in her autumn years 
As she had lovely been in her youth's spring. 
And beauteous in her summer. Her tall form 
Contracted never the close scholar's stoop. 
Though bent each day, nay, every hour of day. 
Upon God's suffering Image, rendered like. 
More like the Son's, before the bitter cup. 
They who do most look down do most look up I 
After each victory, the hero's eye 
Turns upward to the Heaven which victory gave ; 
And she might count her days by rescues made 
Of creatures perishing in misery's gripe. 

Time seemed to love her, as he loves all good, — 
Time in whose hand is tenderness, — dear Time, 
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Who hangs green ivy round the crumbling fane. 

Time owed her no despite ; he left her hair 

In brown luxuriance shining like a girl's, 

And if he put his silver mark upon 

A thread or two, to look like icicles, 

A glitter in the winter morning sun, 

He did so as in playful jest, to make 

Sons grown to manhood with the dame exchange 

Jokes touching their more venerable mien. 

They looked her brothers rather than her sons. 

Said they, with that jocoseness which cheers home, 

A wit not worth the telling out of doors. 

Time spared her every way. Time did not touch, 

Except with graces new, her clear rose cheek ; 

He round her sweet mouth left unscared the bloom 

Of kind benevolences. Queen she was, 

Euling o'er nationalities restored 

From mis'ry's bondage unto nature's rights. 

And they were grateful freedmen, — for a truth. 

Though other virtues perish, one remains 

That, charitably touched, the rest revives. 

And that is Gratitude. Believe, believe, 

Never, oh ! never is a kindness lost. 

Well, she is now with God. Thank God she is. 

Why doth her spirit not bear message down ? — 

Well, if it might, what other lesson teach 

Than that already taught by her own life ? 
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We who speak often of this mother gone, 
Do so for hope sake in these dreary days 
When looks the world most hopeless. How much 

good 
Can be accomplished by a single will ! 
Till now we've dwelt, alas! too much upon 
The terrible advantages of wrong. 
A wretch, 't is true, may stake his life against 
A potentate whose fall the current turns 
Of mankind's history ; a torch may burn 
The Alexandrian library ; a fool 
York Minster fire ; hunger grown madness bring 
Those high-towered hives the season's produce down 
Into an odious residue of blackness. 
Or disappointed rebel fields of grain 
Turn to Cain offerings. All this we know, 
This mystery of evil, and we love 
O'ermuch to dwell exclusively thereon, 
Whilst we do shut our selfish eyes against 
The mighty means of good within the power 
Of every one, the smallest and the least. 
And only ope imaginative sight 
To hazy magnitudes in distant lands. 

Who talks with me so ? Let me paint her too. 
Features she hath of fineness, quick with life; 
A ceaseless play of countenance, ennobled 
By solemn breadth of forehead, and by height. 
Where Veneration sits enthroned aloft 
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With grand Benevolence. High Reason there 
O'er Fancy firmly watches, and preserves 
From danger of fantastical mistake ; — 
Filled is she with that inner sense by which 
The spirit side of all things in this world, 
Through Faith, are shadows or are symbols seen. 
A mystic she : yet one by daily duty 
Religiously observed, is stfeady held 
In her life course of no bewildering light ; 
Doing while thinking, senses all awake, 
And mind in rapturous purity of thought. 
We, seated in our Fancy's skiff, slid on 
What way the current went ; — sometimes swept in 
'Neath bowery nooks, where waters dabbling fringe 
The banks caressed. Sweet circles of small talk 
Of nothings musical beneath kind roof; 
The lively polkas of dear lips that set 
Our spirits dancing to their gracious tune ; — 
Or we dashed boldly out, and got among 
The perilous falls which try the nerve and eye, 
Tremendous social questions, waiting for 
The purifying power of thought and time, — 
" The Rights of Woman." Woman hath great 

rights. 
And well she uses them. Hers is the right 
To form the infant mind ; hers to create 
Love in the infant heart ; to sow the seeds 
Of knowledge and of virtue, and to strike 
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Deep through th' unsteady soil the piles on which 
God's temple, character, must firm be built. 
Is this so small a trust ? She would be priest ? — 
Whose prayer goes sweeter up to Heaven than hers ? 
Whose word like hers for soothing ? Would doctor 

be?— 
Where doth her healing end ? Married or maid, 
Her self-devotion and her tenderness 
Wander throughout the battle-fields of life 
Like angels in the iiesh. Hath she no wrongs ? 
Hath Heaven no wrongs? What do we not profane? 
Save her at least from equal rights of sin, 
Man would not better be, by woman worse. 
Away with systems ! — there is but one cure 
For all our sins and woes, — the cure of Christ, 
The love with all the heart. 

And then the age. 
Was ever age so low ? 'T is a morass. 
Where institutions founded by strong men, — 
Be such barbarians blessed ! — down rotting lie, 
And the fell Despot, worshipp'd, smiles contempt 
On wallowers busy amongst stocks and shares : 
A downward Babel, where the tongue is slang. 
Can such an age rise up ? 

Where flows this stream ? 
And whither tends this skiff in which we float ? 
The widening waters bear already scent 
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Of the sweet solemn ocean, in whose bosom 
All currents end their course. 

The type is true 
Of all humanity ; each tribe, each race 
Will meet and mingle yet in unity ; 
The future ages will our own age read. 
As we do read the past Great forward leaps, 
Followed by fainting falls, have marked Time's 

course ; 
Each revelation to mankind vouchsafed, 
Hath come, encompassed by mighty storms. 
Laying blind nations low ; each gift from Heaven 
Hath claimed its price in combat ; for without 
Battle unto the death is nought maintained. 
The worst apparently doth conquer oft ; 
But conquest by the worst lasts but a day, — 
The ever-living word immortal burns. 

In his own history man sees the world's ; 
Bom to the Eden of his mother's arms, 
Brought up in love, the land of Paradise, 
He tastes the fatal knowledge-fruit, and falls. 
But not into despair. Before lies hope : 
Strifes, terrors, sorrows sink in joy at last. 
J£ angels ushered in his birth, more great 
Is he who to the parting spirit brings 
A peace ineffable, a holy joy. 
Such is man's strong sustaining thought amidst 
The stormy struggles of his life. Eden 
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His birth received, as Eden did first man's ; 
He and his race, how terrible soe'er 
The middle passage be, shall reach at last 
That haven which, according to their creed, 
Is called Millennium, Progress, Eestoration. 

Oh ! be it faith, or let it instinct be. 
Is it not wondrous beautiful that thought 
Of purity at both^ends of this life, 
Of man the aggregate, or man alone ! 



Conversing, meditating, far i' the night. 

Sleep's conquest o'er the brain gained incomplete. 

Fancies which did the soother baffle broke 

Forth to a wild immensity of freedom, — 

A very foretaste of infinitude. 

To me as yet a dream. 

Methought I saw, 
Through parting curtains of besilvered clouds. 
The stars brought near, in magnitude most bright. 
While mine eyes easily perspectives pierced 
Through groves of worlds. A sunlight lit the whole. 
But as 't were cooled by these chaste orbs, when lo ! 
Groups after groups, each group by angels led. 
Of beings that had human been, advanced 
With quiet swiftness, — some in purple robed. 
In scarlet some, in azure, and in white ; 
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Each wore a single colour, and that pure 

And lustrous to make brightest gems look dark. 

Judge what their faces then! judge what their eyes! 

Such a soft tempered majesty, such calm, 

Such grandeur of intelligence, and yet 

Such gentle, mellowed lowliness of look, — 

A sober joy sublime, a perfected 

Tianquil beatitude, hope's transports tum'd 

To endless sweetness, cloyless. How was it 

That I did rather gaze upon their feet 

Tlian meet the ecstacy of their deep eyes, 

Wiiich dashed me into nothing for contempt 

Of self and all earth's. nothingness ? Their feet. 

How beautiful they were, as, washed in streams, 

Tney, redolent of gardens, moved through light. 

Whene'er the angel signed, these spirits stopped ; 
Then floated round him in a list'ning ring. 
Symphonies marvellous singing in surprise 
At new-unfolded wonders. On they pass'd, 
And other groups descended, stopped, and pass'd ; 
And still far, fir away were companies, 
Succeeded still by others, and voices 
Floating to distance, voices coming near. 
And mighty breadths of close immediate sound, 
T lat one might wing his way from star to star 
Through winds of melody, as tree and tree, 
Bowing their lordly weight of top to storm. 
Sweep into grand vitality the air 
Tlie wild wood-pigeon's way. 
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The scene is changed ! 
The spirits all together joined at once, 
Forming an amphitheatre of millions. 
A mortal would have swooned at such a sight ! 
The earth with silver summits, silvered seas, 
Green -pasture prairies, palaced cities live, 
Liberally flaming the grand sun through all. 
Grew pale before that sight. 

A voice then said — 
A voice of human sound, as meant for me : — 
" By Psalmists, Prophets, stand the wise of Greece, 
Plato, Pythagoras, and Socrates ! 
And Rome's majestic Pagan heroes give 
To mightier fathers of the Church their hand. 
And both embrace the Goth, who, in his day, 
Amongst dark woods, and rocks, and savage haunts, 
Bent his rude brow to woman's chastening hand. 
And from the pure and placid lips of wife 
Received the code of household-hearth, of home — 
That basis of unconquerable strength." 
" Why are they gathered hither?" And the voice 
Said, " Turn thine eye towards thy mother earth ! " 
And I, not wondering at myself above 
Being adream, my native world beheld, — 
A smoking city, casting on the sea 
A horrid lurid light, which, after theirs. 
Disgusted my poor eyes. I felt as one 
Who, led to Heaven's portals, suddenly 
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Meets the hot pit of Hell. A turban'd Turk, 
With fury maddened, spurred his horse to sea, 
Shaking his scimitar as though he could 
The miserable city cleave right through. 
His fury did not fail, for, mad like him, 
Hosts hurried over dead men in the trench ; 
The trench with carcasses rose to the breach, 
Fascines and gabions formed of comrades dead. 
Oh! I had ruin heard, — how mountain side 
Did slip into its lake, and, as with hand. 
Hurl the scoop'd mass of waters o'er the land. 
Sweeping the hamlets off, with all therein ; 
Had heard how avalanche a forest rent 
With its tremendous volley ; how harbour, pier 
Crowded witli people, who the city fled. 
As Lisbon's steeples toppled, and church bells 
Rang to no human hand, — when lo ! the sea 
Opened, with awful noiselessness, and they 
Went, like a light blown out. A moment's pause. 
And then a gasping wave crouched o'er their tomb 
In the sub-ocean gulf! Yet not all this. 
Nor cities tombed in lava, did with like 
Horror the heart appal ; for here was man 
With demon hatred ranged 'gainst brother man. 
No generous chivalry did temper war. 
Nor mutual respect, nor lofty aim ; 
Fanaticism, drunk with sensual dreams. 
Held up its gory sword to Houris' eyes, 
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And sprang against the wither'd creed which grew 

Thorny dispute, and no reviving fruit 

Within Byzantium's walls ! Last hour of Rome ! 

War's terrible inventions, new and old. 
Against the doomed city were combined. 
From old besieging tower, fair with the wall, 
Were galled the wall's defenders. Cannon new 
Helped the old catapult. One world crumbled 
And another rose, whose thunderous dawn 
Was fire Promethean, from Heaven purloined. 
And lo ! a prodigy, like that which blew 
His last hopes' spark to impotent despair, 
When he beheld the wood of Birnam move ; 
A fleet of galleys swam across the land 
Which did divide the harbour from the sea 
By ten broad miles, and swooped upon a prey 
Left undefended 'gainst a miracle ! 
The miracle was man's, — the master man 
O'er his slave matter. Man, who wants but will, 
Put forth in godlike purity to be 
Godlike in power over the unseen too. 

Now through the breaches rush the warrior tide. 
Now brims the fiery surge the bastions o'er. 
Plunges the torrent through the streets, and flash 
The scimitars athwart despairing eyes. 
Within the hippodrome Mahomet strikes, 
Li wantonness of mirth, the serpent's mouth 
Of adamantine brass, to show his strength. 
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But even he is sobered by the sight, 
When at his feet is laid the emperor's corpse, 
And he the last — one worthy Rome's best days. 
On Constantine, Mahomet drops a tear, 
And, softened, bids the useless carnage cease. 
The trembling crowd, in Saint Sophia bound. 
Are not given o'er to slaughter : — so farewell I 
Where rose a Christian temple stands a mosque. 
So ends the empire of degenerate Rome. 



A voice I recognised full well, said low : — 
"Behold, 't is Truth who comes. I know her face." 
And forthwith there appeared a spirit fair. 
By the hand leading one, whom, while ago, 
The conq'ror Mahomet had gazed upon, 
And gazing, felt his bosom pierced through 
With sudden sorrow, — felt himself enthralled, 
Even in his triumph, by that grand dead brow. 
If 't was Mahomet's voice bade slaughter cease, 
Dead Constantine it was who ruled that voice 
By those life-deepened virtue-prints which Death 
Had into awful influence sublimed 
Beyond what sword or living sceptre knew. 
Perhaps 'twas human weakness could not rise 
To the full comprehension of that truth 
'Fore whom the welcoming angels move as hosts 
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When they yield way to highly honoured Guest 

Whose place is by the banquet Lord's right hand ; 

Or was it human sympathy that made 

The human countenance of Constantine, 

In first light of eternal glory fresh, 

More comprehensible, that I did yearn 

To him as to a brother in the flesh, 

And that he, understanding, drew nigh me? 

" Where is the spirit who did lead thee here?" 

I asked, and he replied with pointed hand 

To a long trail of light which settled down 

By a ship's helm in a breeze-freshened sea. 

In the ship sat a group of calm, grave men, 

With reason on their brow, and women sweet. 

With soul all o'er their face. Before their eyes 

Were spread strange manuscripts. Ah, me ! they 

were 
Lovers of learning from the city fled. 

" Byzantium stricken," mused he, " fills the air 
With seeds of life, which, choked by thorns, had ceased 
To give forth blossoms. Now another soil 
Lies fit for their reception. Italy 
Opens her fertile bosom to the East. 
To Italy direct their eyes who hold 
Deep in their hearts rich treasures of old lore, — 
The great contemned few, who vainly sang 
To ears waxed dull, and senses somnolent. 
Unheeded oracles ! The dotard place 
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Mumbled o'er letters which the spirit left — 
Words splitted into meanings, meaning nought — 
Fencing with straws — thej bubbles blew and dust. 
'Twas time for Savagery, with its rude blast, 
To ring the clang of warning, lest, oh ! lest 
All nations like Byzantium stagnant sink ! " 

Once more the conquered city spread out clear ; 
Mahomet passed his army in review ; 
And by his side the spirit Truth appeared. 
No longer wearing that serene resolve 
With which she turned from aspect of pure bliss 
To plunge again towards her battle-ground. 
Yon world, without her presence desolate. 
Gay was her luscious smile, and her loose eye 
Did flash unsteadily askance. I chilled. 

A voice did reassure — a well-known voice — 
Though with the medley native unto dreams 
It issued from the imperial hero's mouth. 

" That spirit is not Truth which like Truth seems : 
'Tis Falsehood, direst enemy of man ; 
'Tis Falsehood, gnawer at the root of states ; 
'Tis Falsehood, who transforms herself to Truth, 
And out of very virtues twists her chains 
For kingdoms selfish, and for selfish man, — 
Doth whisper prudence in the miser's ear 
For family welfare — an approved excuse 
For charities neglected — charities 
That feed the giver's soul with priceless peace. 
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'T is she who conscience drugs with sophistries, 
And finds perverted reasons for all acts 
Which hang like baits before corrupt desire ; 
Baits that conceal the keen barb of remorse. 
For kingdoms she hath words of specious sound, 
Truths that foul lips make lies. Authority ! 
A sacred word, save in a tyrant's mouth — 
Obedience! sweetest virtue, save by slaves — 
Eeligion ! oh ! how blessed, save when priest, 
Misled by Falsehood, sanctifies foul means. 
And fair Eeligion stains with fire and blood — 
False priest 'fore altar scoops the oubliette ; 
Beneath the altar sinks the dungeon dank ; 
Before the church-door heaps fire-piles for flesh. 
And from the pulpit preaches fire for soul — 
Eternal fire — why not eternal Love ! — 
Eternal torture, reason and excuse 
For torture here : the bigot's love of pain 
By Falsehood's readings sanctified as truth. 

" If Falsehood so can steel the hand and heart. 
In name of the Most Holy, — tortures, pangs. 
And groans which melt the heavens, fail to strike 
The muffled heart of grand inquisitor, — 
How free her play before the clang of arms ! 
See out of hell-flash wreathed bright Glory's name ; 
See Honour blazed across mid-winter skies 
Out of the cottage flamed ! K king and priest 
Commit such forgeries, the people, too, 
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Are not aU guiltless. Mark how crime of one, 
When by his fellows all adopted, grows 
Into a concrete virtue ; — base revenge, 
An isolated shame, anoints the crowd 
Arrayed against a class or 'gainst a state ; 
And liberty, the atmosphere of life, 
Bends, like a howling hurricane, to ruin ! " 

Ere the sweet moisture gathering in his eye 
Had humanised their spiritual depths, 
Michael stood by, superb as when he dashed 
The wreath of glory from the rebel's brow. 
And Satan branded with eternal shame. 
" Thy place is, Constantino, amongst the crowns 
Worn as rewarding symbol here, and sign 
They covered royal honour upon earth ; 
Beamed forth just clemency in days of peace. 
And shone in war waged only in just cause." 

" If, warrior-angel, the impervious light 
Of thy o'ermastering wings beshields the right, 
And blasting strikes against invading wrong. 
How is it I am here ? " asks Constantine. 
" Unto a nation doomed to fall," replied 
The calm Archangel, " it is given for sake 
Of old adorning virtues and for pity 
They sink not in contempt. At their last hour 
A hero is vouchsafed, whose trumpet-blast 
Divorces virtue from the bonds of vice. 
That heroism, li^e unto waning light, 
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Shall flash an upward spirit ere it dies, 
And peoples, in admirjng sympathy 
Weep, as all men should weep upon a tomb. 
And resurrection hope." 

He takes his hand 
And in sweet confidential tone proceeds : 
" Thou now shalt see an angel's spectacle — 
Yea, Con Stan tine, an angel's play. Know, too, 
Thou hast thyself already well performed 
Worthy p^rt therein : a new phase begins 
Of yon world's history. Truth rises fresh 
For the eternal combat with the False ; 
And mighty will the struggle be, until 
Truth fixes firmly on one favoured land, 
Thenceforward her unshaken vantage ground. 
The lever of her power, by which in time 
Duly appointed she brings toppling down 
Falsehood's dominion o'er a world made free. 
The interval will be the angels' play." 

They passed away, as through a moated beam, — 
Infinite b^am, and from the infinite, — 
Towards a place where stood a pyramid 
Of thrones, and on the highest sat that king 
Whose soul dissolved upon his harp in Psalms, 
Whose voice an ever -ruling power remains 
Wherever on the earth are hearts which break 
In penitent sorrow, or expand in joy. 
And strive for utterance, and find at last 
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In David's harp the tongue their poor hearts want I 

And near to him, nor far beneath, there sat 

Another royal harper, he whose laws 

With freedom so impenetrated men, 

That thej who lost the battle of the sword 

Absorbed their conquerors, that both became 

Blended in freedom, as the elements 

Which flow into the figure of a god, 

Cast in immortal bronze — Alfred the Great ! 

And by the side of Saxon Alfred sat 

That bless'd successor of a conq'ring race, 

Louis of France the Ninth — dear Saint Louis ; 

Beautiful below, beautiful above, 

The beautiful in all things he loved well. 

Went he like pilgrim panoplied to war, 

And, ere he died a martyr far from home, 

Undid the bonds of serfdom, that free lips, — 

Whether from sooth6d bed of hospital. 

Whether at midnight by the college lamp, 

Or by church clustered column on the floor 

Carpeted in colours from the storied pane — 

Hospitals, Churches, Colleges, all his, — 

Free lips, and only free, should pray success : 

Success to him denied. But he hath more : 

A name enshrined in hearts of all the good 

Throughout all generations, and for ever ! 

There was a fourth, who learning loved and law, 

A stalwart man of head, and heart, and arm. 
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A little 'neath th' incomparable pair, 
And worthy still his name of Charlemagne. 
And there were others, — but, alas I how few ! 
Oppressive sceptres, crowns that scorch the sight, 
Pomp of imperial mantle — how ye swell 
The rich man's baggage 'bove the camel's load 
Before the needle's eye ! — and many thrones 
Did empty look ; save on their steps there sat 
Faces of discrowned sorrow, round whose brows 
Was girt a burning mark. Their penitence 
Would, as the voice did say, endure until 
The Falsehood they had helped and Falsehood's woes 
Together fell, and Truth and Love should reign, 
Both paramount, above men — brethren all ! 



As shifted on the quiet of a cloud, 
Methought I stood before those Grecian wise, 
Whose features Eaphael to us revealed ; 
And with the same transcendent look he drew, 
When Athens* school arose before his eyes, — 
His pure ideal eyes, from which nor time. 
Nor earth, nor heaven did anything conceal. 
But yielded all that was most beautiful. 
For him in perfect beauty to retain, — 
One with the powerful, pleasant brow, who taught 
(Five ages ere the coming of the Son) 

c 3 
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Of Providence and man's immortal soul : 

And he whose deep- set speculative eye 

Looked inward, and from fountain of the soul 

Drew forth surpassing beauty, linked sweet 

With blessed goodness — Beauty and Goodness ! 

Higher could mortal reach ? And he, again. 

Whose mighty sweep of arm embraced the whole 

Circle of sciences attainable ; 

Socrates — Plato — Aristotle ! ye 

Three urns of wisdom are, whose fair streams mix. 

And not polluting, with those founts of grace, 

Which from the Fathers through the ages flowed I 

Bent are their eyes upon fair Florence, where 

The fugitives have found repose. They pay 

The merchant Cosmo back with deathless name : 

Cosmo, become the centre of a court, 

Superb in intellectual light beyond 

The frigid glitter of barbaric pomp ; 

And with a polished freedom never known 

Where etiquette needs fence with rigid forms 

The despot who dares not rely on love : 

And when upon Lorenzo's shoulders fell 

His father's mantle, it was rich with light ; 

And nobles flocked to him with patents writ 

In that chancellery where Genius deals 

Titles that, not transmissible to fools, 

With ever-prei^ent freshness live through time. 

The exiles who entitled Cosmo " great," 
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(Hailed as the Senate of mankind,) bestowed 
With world-wide sanction on Lorenzo's name 
The heart-swelled title of " Magnificent." 

We seemed to mingle in a sweet night-walk 
With wise Lorenzo and his learned friends ; 
Where the moon's light thro' feathery stems cascading 
Of lofty branch, and glistening on grey bark, 
Fell with a bathing fulness on white forms ; 
Statues of Grecian heroines and gods. 
And where the sleeping swan grew whiter still. 
As with a very spiritual white. 
By marble basin in which swam the moon. 
They paused and chatted of those sages three 
(Who unseen in the moonlight walked with them). 
And wept o'er Socrates as 'twere to-day 
He drank the hemlock, and spoke words divine, 
Becoming the immortal soul within him : 
And Alexander's tutor praised above 
The lesser conqueror, great Alexander : 
Discoursed of Plato he, that noble youth, 
Fair Picus Mirandola, " how he taught 
That love of the Creator led to love 
All science which doth show our Maker's works, 
Eschewing corporal pleasure as beneath 
Those joys of soul, which like their source are free 
From sad vicissitude of change and death. 
No pettiness of thought contracts a soul 
Embracing all things in the sense divine ; 

4 
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While inward harmony, the master said, 

Would grace and beauty on the man bestow." 

And then a lady ('t was Lorenzo's wife), 

Like a sweet singer, caught the note that fell, 

And bore it onward like a lay from land 

O'er a sound-loving sheet of flowing water : 

" Wise Plato perfect goodness made the source. 

The truest source, of knowledge. To the soul, 

Goodness, he taught, is what to eye is light. 

And of mind's luminousness is the cause : 

The needful light of mind's else darkened eye. 

Without which mind would grope in cavem-gloom 

Midst sorrows and chimeras comfortless. 

How other than by revelation this 

On human soul descended, wonder is ! " 

And there was quaint Ficinus, who did mingle 

His pleasant fancies with book-gather'd thoughts. 

And thought them new, which new they were, as is 

The landscape that ne'er stirs and yet is changed 

By ev'ry cloud that passes, and has, like 

An opulent lady, many varied suits. 

According to the season and the hour ; 

Suits wove by Morning glittered with dew gems, 

Suits ermined for the regal day's repose, 

Suits rich with flashes from Sol's jewelled hand 

As to the world he waves his eve adieu. 

And so Ficinus with his fancies braided 

The ever fresh old Truths, bedighted new. 
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" All wealth is in the mind," quoth he ; " thus thou 

And I, great Lorenzo, equal are. 

Within the chambers of my mind I hold 

The pictures which enrich the Vatican." 

And so he travelled with half-jesting air 

Through labyrinths of metaphjsic lore, 

Which made me in my sleeping fall asleep 

And dream that I was dreaming, till a peal 

As if of thunder woke me 'mongst the Shades ; 

And the voice said, Lo ! Falsehood's triumph comes ! 

That storm which late passed o'er the Medici 

Hath Popedom shook. On Florence look once more ! 



Myriads of eyes converge their fix^d gaze 
Upon a shapeless object, swinging slow 
With thrilling motion, pendulous : the thing 
That mass of rags was while ago a man ; 
That head adroop, like bulrush bruised in fens 
Where sadly sighs the wind, parts with that spark 
Whose rays excel the beams of all the suns ! 
Those starting blanks of life-forsaken eyes . 
Pierce by their void : that face, a face no more, 
But hideous mask ! — ah ! 'tis a tragic mask I 
And that dead pantomimic plays before 
Those gaping beings, whose eyes look such life, 
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As if the life which hath pass'd out of him 
Added its sum to each stark starer there. 

He was a potent creature once — that man : 
Those flaccid falling silks — ah me ! they are 
The vestments of a bishop, yea» and more, 
Of Salviati, Pisa's archbishop ! 
There is not one of yon rejoicing mob 
But would the morn of this same Sabbath eve 
Have caught the hem of Salviati's robe, 
And kiss'd it reverently, and let it go 
To kiss the pressure of his feet ; and now 
They maledictions groan in his deaf ear. 
A shout again ! a roar, as when of old 
Rome's circus shook to hungry beasts of prey 
Let loose to lap some Christian martyr's blood. 
Another victim's flung ! and on his back, 
As swings the body round, the sun inflames 
A golden tissued cross to which no knee 
Descends, nor head inclines; — there — there, i^ain. 
Scarce visible, for now the sun has sunk, 
On right of Salviati, as on left. 
Another hangs, that other too a priest ! 
As spectral grows within the dark the dead. 
The people agitated wish to move : 
Under a windless sky the ground-swell heaves ; 
A voice exclaims, " Unto the Fazzi death I" 
Another shouts, " To Raparata's Church ! " 
And leaving to the solitude of night 
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The immolated three, — the three dead priests, — 

To Raparata's Church the people go. 

'Tis filled with suddenness of thunder-clap. 

Except one space, a circle round the altar, 

By fright — not guards — kept free, for blood flowed 

there ; 
And in that blood of Giuliano, drawn 
By a priest's dirk, one of the hanging three,— 
A priest who struck as the Medici bowed, 
And congregation bowed to raised Host, — 
The people read authority to be 
The God -sent lion 'gainst the prophet false ! 
Another culprit lies concealed within 
The palace of the happy saved Lorenzo. 
There o'er the Cardinal Riario's head 
His wounded arm he raises as a shield. 
Prince of the Church, Riario's yet a youth ; 
He hears the cry for death without, and shrinks 
Like some lone wretch within a desolate shed. 
Who lists to pack of famished wolves' ascent 
At the frail board which fills the place of door. 
His hair by fright intense to white is turned, 
That crown of age becomes youth's hoary shame. 
Lorenzo punishes with branded life ! 
Riario, with gnawing conscience, lives 
To feel the whisperings of passers by, 
Inhaling stings from ev'ry voice he hears. 

Too swift for mortal senses change these scenes 
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Even the soul, freed from its bonds by sleep, 
Fails to keep pace with the supremely free. 
Events arose, like storm-bent sails, which show 
The bark a moment on the topmost foam 
To sink into the valley of the waves. 

As by a whirlwind, borne o'er Rome I am, 
And there on desecrated altar see 
Riario's uncle, the Pope Sixtus, stand. 
He, inattentive to the rite he stains. 
Bends watchful ear for footstep. Hark ! it comes ; 
And as a swiftly ominous sign conveys 
The failure of that plot which was to give 
Forli and Imola, two princedoms rich, 
To his own offspring. Sounds escape his lips 
Which utter benediction ? — no I — nor prayer. 
As birds, appalled by an eclipse, grow mute,. 
The worshippers, with unknown fear bechilled. 
Their breath retain, and cannot say Amen. 

Falsehood holds up Fourth Sixtus as a mask, 
Spreading her darkening wings o'er fallen Rome. 



Foremost amongst the spirits, as if drawn 
By strength of lingering human feeling, he, 
That mightiest Father of the Church, whose voice 
Took the heart tones of David and of Job, — 
That saint who while in flesh to heav'n was caught,- 
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The seventh heav*n, like his great master Paul, — 

Augustine ! And did Saint Augustine weep ? 

Ere it was possible to read the signs 

Of his impassioned movement, Monica, 

The mother of his spirit, as his life, — 

Saint Monica, who in this spirit world 

Dwells side by side with her thrice blessed son, 

That like twin stars they circle round and round. 

To distant gazers looking a bright one, — 

" Behold I " she said ; " yon martyrs who redeem 

The wickedness of men with agonies 

With which the angels star their heavenly crown ! " 

A poor Dominican is seen in prison ; 

Rich he in gifts of girace, — Savonarola : 

And suffering 'long with him, a patriot, 

Machiavelli ! 

As attracted here, 
Dante, now Virgil leading, as of old 
Virgil had Dante guided, said : " Behold, 
A child of my own soul, who, like to me, 
Hath in enigmas veiled instruction, till 
Interpreters of each apocalypse. 
With worthy hands, shall open the sealed books 
For Italy — emancipated land !" 
And lo ! he turned his grave, majestic face 
To the inspirer of his deathless song ; 
And as the light of Beatrice's smile 
Illumined his own visage, tiU it grew 
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From bright to brighter, twice transfigurate, 
To her, in his transcendent voice, he said — 
" Hear the harmonious grandeur of these souls, 
Whose feeble rendering in imperfect speech 
Doth wake, amongst the changed to our high life, 
Maternal jojs, as at an infant's talk." 
They listened, and the prisoners thus spoke : 

MACHIAVELLI. 

Thou hast done well, my Jerome— right well done, 

To brave these impious Borgias in their might. 

Never did one of that immortal Eome, 

Whose heroes task and comfort me the night, 

Perform a work more noble or more wise. 

A patriot-saint thou art — a tribune-priest — 

A man of God ! a veritable man ! 

With what a sweep of sympathy thou tak'st 

Humanity, thy child, unto thy heart, 

And while it struggles in thy huge embrace, 

Fretful in bonds of love, thine eyes implore. 

With spiritual look, our Father's aid. 

Oh ! thou art half with man, and half with Him — 

Nay, wholly with them both — with Gk)d and man, 

Eaising humanity to Him on high. 

And bringing Him down to humanity ; 

Thus filling man with Godhood. Yet beware! 

The bad Pope Alexander, whom thy voice 

Spares not before the people — even he, 
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Abides his time on thee to be revenged ! 

And sacerdotal vices raise their crests, 

Like serpents trod upon, and menace thee. 

Yet still my counsel is — Jerome, go on ; 

March bravely, brother, to thy martyr crown — 

Though burning fire make red the heavens, like face 

Of demon impotently glaring — on ! 

SAVONAROLA. 

I will, God helping me. I will reprove 
Vice in high place, tiara'd, sceptred, crowned, 
And raise God's law o'er selfishness abased ; 
Preach love to men ; the gentle fire that melts 
All in one mutual sustaining mass. 
With heaven blending, as the rounded sea 
At the horizon melts into the sky. 

MACHIAVELLI. 

Ay, love the people — make the people love; 
But how relieve the people from these vile, 
These cruel nobles ? But one way I see : 
To turn their wicked arts against themselves. 
And close entangle them in their own snares. 
Encourage one more powerful than the rest 
To slay his rivals for ambition's sake. 
Then each one struck, by use of his cw n art, 
Against liim turned, the people poor relieves 
Of his oppression gone. When Borgia 
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Caught in his toils those vicious beasts of prey, 
I raised my hands-for Borgia I prayed : 
Grood Heaven ! is it not thy ruling law, 
That where a noxious breed of vermin swarm, 
Some mighty master-brute, all gaunt and fierce, 
Destroyingly beneficent, appears ! 
Let artifice 'gainst artifice be set. 
The prince confound the nobles with such truth 
As nobles practise. Lies around lies coil — 
You shudder, Jerome ; yet I only speak 
Inevitable logic. Systems hold 
Within themselves their laws inflexible. 
And I expound the rule. Oh ! give to me 
Roman republic — not a despot prince : 
Republic as of old — Great Heaven, my dream! 

SAVONAROLA. 

And thou wilt from thy Livy, my stern friend. 
As priest from gospel preach republic law. 
Burning the text in with a tongue of fire ; 
Till motive deep within the heart be reached. 
And soul aflame give purpose to the mind. 
If simply seeing could man's evils cure. 
Men clearly see enough. It is not light 
Man wants for mental eye ; 'tis inward burning 
Which vivifies discernment ; makes it burst 
From cold regard to rapture — that's to teach ! 
In this the teacher and the talker diflbr. 
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One bears a torch, the other a cold urn, — 
A torch which burns the weeds within the heart 
Bj sacred fire, that leaps along the vein 
In thrills of music, until man is other 
Than mortal man ; jet never man so much 
As in that moment of complete accord 
'Twixt spirit and the fiesh — the flesh sublimed 
To hero-like desire. 

MACHIAYELLI. 

The urn ? 

SAYONABOLA. 

The urn — 
I see, as I have seen your trim cold man, 
In studied attitude of classic ease, 
Let fall a shallow flow of silvery words 
On drowsy ears and lids, while slept the soul. 
And men went yawning out to Evil's way. 
Craving for sense of life. Men thirst for life — 
The keen, sweet sense of living. Life i'the breach, — 
Before the dice — the cup — or on the lip. 
Ah ! catch them up into the higher life, 
As live they must and will : and that's his task — 
The teacher's. 

MACHIAYELLI. 

Alas ! then I'm no teacher. 

D 
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SAVONAROLA. 

Yea, but thou art a teacher thine own way ! 

Thou dost not mingle with the mass of men, 

And take him by the throat who will not let 

Himself be taken by the heart. Here threat — 

Persuasion there I Terror here — there Loye ; 

And ever Love at Terror's heels, with face 

Under his lifted arm to rush in ready 

With embraces. There is a higher place : 

Grandly thou sittest on the throne of Time — 

And the past, present, and the future — like 

The river's source, the river, and the sea. 

Cause, course, and consequence behold at once I 

Hence thy implacability, which saith 

Destroy impediments, as Nature doth. 

By making evil sting itself to death. 

Foul exhalations bring forth plagues to scourge 

The idle to exert neglected gifts. 

So will assenting slavery provoke 

The worst of tyranny, till men grow men. 

And shake their torments off like galled steeds, 

Who, breaking curb, and feeling blood career 

In freshened sense of power throughout their veins, 

With kindling eye, and tossing mane, spring forth, 

Snuffing wide plains' exhilarating breath. 

From mountains sweeping through a heaven of sun. 



% 
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MACHIAYELLI. 

Jerome, the mind that broods o'er abstract means 

Is a poor solitary bachelor, 

XJnwedded with the soul. In thj nature 

The woman blended is : completer thou ; 

For thee the present evil shuts the past, 

And hangs the future out of sight, that nought 

May heart distract from heart's immediate work. 

Thou plungest 'mongst the breakers to the cry 

Of wild distress, — thou and the woman in thee, — 

Though pirates' guns amongst the drowning play. 

And wantonly are more at saviours aimed. 

The pirates, who are they ? 

SATONABOLA. 

The nobles bad, 
Denounced in thy mistaken book — the Prince. 

MACmAVELLI. 

Against wliom I conspire. 

SAYOKAROLA. 

Conspire with whom ? 

MACHIAYELLI. 

With their own evil passions, as conspire 
With passions of the people they who rule 

D 2 
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For rule's own sake ; who, moved by selfishness. 
Indulgences let loose with reckless waste 
For present approbation, though the cost 
Be future ruin. 

SAVONABOLA. 

Ah ! why not conspire 
With what is good in mau, not what is ill — 
His potency of admiration? 

MACHIAYELLI. 

Hold ! 
Jerome, Jerome, what hath experience taught ? 
Why art thou here, within the lion's den. 
And no protecting angel at thy side ? 
(Because, may be, thy work on earth is done. 
And Heav'n vouchsafes th' example of thy end 
For unborn generations.) Three years during, 
E'en thou, a poor Dominican, didst rule 
This lost republic with unquestion'd baud, 
Which thou dost sway no longer. Thou who late 
Hadst with thee the whole popular consent, 
Art, by the people's cruel levity. 
And thoughtless changefulness, a prisoner. 
Thy martyrdom they now would feast upon 
As an exciting spectacle ; a game 
Provided by their rulers for their joy — 
A holiday excitement, to wean off 
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Their dangerous broodings o'er affairs of state, 
And habits cultivate which make distaste 
For serious meditations and grave acts. 
Is it not so ? 

SAVONAROLA. 

The people, at my voice, 
Submitted to the rule of law divine ; 
Christ's temple had a senate-house become. 
And, through the tongue of priest, the Holy Spirit 
Governed the grand equality of all. 
Oh ! Nicholas, a sight was there for angels ; 
This pious and this proud democracy. 
Who, fresh from worship, hailed their priest's decree 
'Gainst manners dissolute and habits gross ; 
With their own hands fair women rent their robes. 
And for God's house men left the theatre, — 
Fair Florence had become a house of prayer ! 

MAOHIAVELLI. 

How long did this endure, this holy state ? 

SAVONAROLA. 

It long enough endured, dear friend, to prove 
The possibility of holy rule. 

MAOHIAVELLI. 

I grant thee, Jerome, that the people are. 
Unto heroic, generous appeal, 

D 3 
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Prompt as the ether to the dawning san. 
A land may for a time be swathed in light, 
But will is weak; the well-disposed grow wearj. 
Yea, though the fiery pillar bum the same, 
And known what hand the guiding column kindles. 
Back to the fiesh-pots turn their greedy eyes. 

SAVOXABOLA* 

And yet they reach God's promised land at last. 

MACHIAVELLI. 

When by a Moses led. How strange it is 
That enterprises, influencing deep 
The destinies of states and mankind's fate. 
Should e'er be wrought by one inspired man ! 
Well, Jerome, well ! Let us prepare the way 
For that fulfilling Chief whose sickle reaps 
The hanrest sown in Prophets' tears and blood. 
In due time He will come : my share shall be 
Creation of a devil to destroy — 
Legion I 

SAVONAROLA. 

Better — oh! my brother — better 
Thy meditative nights o'er ancient Rome, 
Reviving the pure model of past days, 
For admiration and for stem reproach. 
The lasting education of men's souls ; 
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Better thy scorn of purchased soldiery, 

Arms all dishonouring, and the blood that's sold 

To those whose blood will not for country beat 

In rapturous answer to our country's call ;, 

Better to teach that nation's life should be. 

Like unto man's^ throughout the frame diffused. 

With quick vitality in every part : 

The members servants only of pure thought, 

With high law freely moving in accord ! 

Happy, as thou sayest, is the state 

Which through the action of its healthful laws 

Preserves the pristine vigour of its days. 

And needs no scourge of war — no suffering 

To pain it back from wantonness to truth. 

[Machiavblli embracing Savonarola.] 
Well, too, when undermining evils are, 
By counteracting blessing of some one 
Great martyr-heart of goodness amply met. 

SAVONAROLA. 

My work is done — thine only is begun ; 
My voice shall like a player's pass away. 

MACHIAVELLI. 

Not so. Examples never die. The tale 
Of noble deed which fires the poet's song — 
Nay, takes of anecdote the simple form 
By schoolboys learned, as they learn to read, 

D 4 



40 AN HOUB ago; 

Nurtures the spirit of the growin«: man. 

A whole life's volume bursts in act and word — 

A grand immortal blessedness of blossom 

With Heaven's dies rich — encircling earth with 

sweets : 
A Begulus doth rival Homer's fame ! 

SAVONAROLA. 

When comes the fierj hour of mj last trial, 

Maj death bear witness of fidelity 

To the good cause my life upheld in vain ! 



Where, in the market-place, the people see 

A felon burning, angel eyes discern 

(What people saw not when, on Calvary, 

They raised unwittingly, for their own crime, 

And sin of all the world) a sacrifice. 

Ton fagots form an altar un perceived 

By any save Savonarola's self. 

Who Sacrificer is, and sacrificed ; 

And by his side there stands that angel, who 

Astounded struck the Babylonian king, 

As in the semblance of the Son of God, 

He in the fiery furnace saved the three, 

The three who would not to the idol bow ! 

Now comes He here, nor holds from lapping tongues 
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Of wavy fire their food denied the worms ; 
That He may with Savonarola rise, 
As when, an unknown guest, He did command 
The faithful pair (promised heroic Son) 
Before their hospitable door to make 
An altar unto God — and they obeyed ; 
And as the smoke of burnt-offering rose, 
In the ascending fiame Manoah sees 
The angel of the promise, and they fall. 
He and his wife, upon their faces down. 

So ran along the monitorial voice 
Which told the mysteries, while my pained eyes 
Strained at the fattened smoke. Ah I worse it was. 
And horrible incalculably beyond 
The miseries multiple of city sacked : 
The heart distracted where ten thousand fall, 
By single sufferer is held and rived. 
Beating his agonies as 't were its own. 
Bound in the talons of a fiery woe. 

Again a prison — there a wan old man ; 
A dungeon deep — a cave that would be dark, 
Only for brazier, which, with fiameless heat, 
Intensely scorches his poor naked feet. 
And men, with faces clammy as cold walls, 
And hearts unfeeling as the fiag they tread. 
Stand, pen in hand, and no confession comes. 
Nature can bear no more — he swoons — he swoons ! 
Nicholas Machiavelli swoons ! In sleep. 
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As the deep grave profound, his towering mind 
Collapsed lies, and minds without a thought, 
Save a small spark that lights their evil waj -— 
Their minds, for nothing good, are free, and his, 
Boundless as space and time, thick throng'd with 

stars. 
Is trampled out, as by the foot of beast 

My human indignation saw itself 
Sublimely imaged on that fair calm face 
Of Truth's outraged spirit Truth, with eye 
In scorn and sorrow o'er her spread wing turned 
Her flight directed to another land, 
And Papal Italy to Falsehood left — 
Left for a purifying surring while. 



Now in my ear Rhine's rushing river whirls. 
Her ample song she telleth to the shore : — - 
I come from mountains, and the ocean seek ; 
Bless me, O sun, by day, O moon by night. 
And tremble in my bosom, oh ye stars ; 
And move o'er me, soft shadows of the clouds ; 
And dance in circles, ye all freshening showers, 
As through the radiant bow's triumphal arch 
Ye, shook from thunder of mysterious wings. 
Sweep over fields replenished, where your feet 
Are by a glist'ning way of jewels traced! 
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Bend down, ye willows, and ye grasses, drink 

Like ruminating mouths of kine in shade ; 

Give answer to my song, ye spunding trees. 

Quick with the tremulating winds ; let boat, 

Let barge, besilver me with flakes of foam, 

Flung shining off as by contending arms, 

And let me hear the boatman's cheery song 

Light'ning his labour, and sweet talk of maids 

And happy youths, when evening's path of fire 

Makes me as one of Eden's rivers four. 

When in the ev'ning, too, man walk'd with Grod, 

That Rhine may tell unto the sea, which basks 

In all the glories of the heavens, what good 

Her banks adorned along her winding way ; 

How stooped the hills, whose sides climb ripening 

vines 
Up to the feet of feudal keeps in ruins. 
Where birds sing now o'er buried barons bold. 
And relics of a time well gone, become 
The moon's own favourite shadow-loom, to weave 
For Poetry and Love enchanting dreams. 
Then how cathedral spires, athrill with bells. 
Pointed infinitude of depth below, 
As though Rhine were a piece of flowing sky, 
A bridal soul by Heaven bestowed on land ! 
And how the bright-faced villages looked in. 
As shot the ferry-boat away, and laughed ! 
Oh, let Rhine tell all this unto the sea, 
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As she stands vexed on tip-toe where the rocks 

Repel her angry gazings o'er the shore ; 

Then with low chime spbdue her sounding swell 

Into an interchanging hymn sublime. 

And on the river went with murmuring prayer. 

That she might tidings tell of brave wise deeds ! 

To Truth she prayed. Truth heard her holy song. 



■4 — 



In Mentz, brave city, by his forge at rest, 
And deeply thinking, an old man we see, 
Upon whose forehead, purpose, baffled oft, 
Its wrinkled record wrote of bendless wilL 
Through his white hair lie sparks in ashen death 
And flakes of soot. He has been hard at work. 
Spread out upon his knee hangs vellum scroll, 
With curious symbols blurred ; and thus he speaks, 
Commencing with the subject of his thought : — 
" Why should not skill inspired to God's word give 
The facile reproduction, common cards, 
Invented for the peril of man's soul 
Have from these printing blocks acquired? Well, 

well! 
Counters with which men gamble as they join 
Pleasure and avarice, are struck in heaps. 
Whilst treasures garnered up by prophets' hands 
And by evangelists, and by apostles. 
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And all for man, here close in convents lie, 

Or under jealous seal of king or peer, 

Or to be scanned by antiquarian eye 

As curious mummy hieroglyphic'd o'er, 

Though burning spirit breathes through every pore ! 

When evil would be done invention's ripe ! 

Ah ! to do good, we must be worth the work ! — 

The mettle must be tried, the instrument 

Thrice tempered, thrice approved, to break not once 

The work of Heaven begun. Yea, Guttenberg 

Unfaltering patience, leaning upon prayer, 

Shall be thy right hand's covenant with thy souL" 

While his lips moved with sounds by angels heard, 
The door flew open, and an older man 
Came in, attended by his gentle girL 
His look was joyous, Guttenberg's serene ; 
Twinkled his calculating eye, unlike 
The other's mild severity of gaze ; 
Yet both the selfsame object did pursue. 
But each with purpose different : the one 
Left luxury for sake of human good ; 
The other, selfish, craved monopoly 
And profit for himself alone, and so, 
'Neath lighter labour, harsh and vulgar grew 
The face of that old Faust. Not so Faustine ; 
Upon her father looked Faustine with love. 
With reverence on Guttenberg she gazed ; 
For Guttenberg had made her soul the child 
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Of his own soul, nor had the &ther robbed, *— 
Alas ! he could not know how much enriched. 
Faust had to Guttenberg lent many sums 
Lost in experiments, in vain renewed : 
The metal that should take the neat-cut word, 
And render it unblotted, clear, and fair, 
Had jet to be created. Faustus, vexed. 
Would Faustine send with messages unkind. 
Which through the maiden sweetened : dear Faustine 
Brought to the downcast man a trustful ear. 
Which gold is to the visionary mind : 
And he would tell the maid his ample plans ; 
Mark his successive failures, hoped success ; 
Summon the future ; with prophetic voice, 
Paint nations reading ; ope the cottage door. 
And show the peasant, with his wife and child 
Bapt listening, whilst he read the Book of God. 
Faustine would sit erect upon her chair. 
Transfixed with wonder as the old man spoke. 
While o'er her face a luminous air would spread. 
As on one who has reached a mountain top. 
With rush from sleep, to meet the morning beam. 
Well was that maid rewarded for her faith, — 
Enriched with soul-transporting breadth of view. 
She brought not back, forsooth, her father's gold, -*— 
Nay, more, the message caused him added cost. 
For many a time Faustine retraced her steps. 
And with another loan to Guttenberg. 
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**• Working?" asked Faust ; and Gruttenberg began. 

With soft mechanical repeat, '' I work. 

'T is true I am thy debtor, old friend Faust, 

And maj continue so, Heav'n knows how long ; 

But when I pay thee, thou'lt have usury, 

A dowry for Faustine, — thy hand, dear child.** 

The little taper fingers, tipped with blushes. 

Did creep into his hand, and thrill along 

Such sweet sensation to the old man's heart. 

As if they crept there too. 

" Oh, happy Faust, 
To have such motive for thy work as this, — 
Sweet suckle twined around thy age-struck stem ! — 
To labour for the good of all mankind, 
For good's own sake alone, is Y&rj well, — 
Perhaps 't is best of all. Nor is it ill 
To struggle for fair fame: and yet for me 
How fresher far would ring the gurgling rill 
Of childhood's merriment, that silence wakes 
Into a living joy, than this applause, 
Whose troublous thunder vain men glory call, 
Which ceasing withers, and unceasing palls ! — 
A being such as this of thine own rearing, 
With her * good night,' gives key-note to thy dream. 
And with * good morning' sweeter makes sun light 
Than intervening shadow of a palm." 

With kindly kiss upon the maiden's brow. 
The old friend closed his speech, and fair Faustine 
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Wished, for her father's sake, that it had been 
Her father who spoke thus. With beating heart 
She listened anxiously for his replj. 

"Dear Tisionarj friend, — yet still my friend. 
My household loving with thy fervent hearty — 
I come not for lost gold; — 'tis gone — no more — 
To-day, I want a friend with whom to speak, 
That out of sympathy may counsel come. 
For Faustine's sake, well worthy of all love. 
Ah ! would that I could colour my poor thoughts 
With that emprisming fancy which makes words, 
Bright images of feelings, warm and true ! 
Well, bear with my plain speech. *Tis time, my friend. 
To think of settling Faustine in the world. 
Now, there's a sober youth of brightest parts. 
Only he is too poor, — alas ! too poor : 
The best transcriber of old books that lives, — 
But what of that ? — the trade is sinking fast, — 
Such an amanuensis is that youth. 
But then there are so many — trade is gone — 
Weill Schoeffer has requested Faustine's hand." 

Scarce had he spoken, when confused Faustine, 
Like rose-bush with a wind surprised, her head 
Bowed to her trembling hands : her father paused. 
Holding his voice in very tender wonder. 

But Guttenberg, whose delicate tact became 
His shrewd perception of an untongued wish. 
Made sign to Faust to speak no more just then. 



OB^ TIME IN DBEAMLAND. 49 

As he, fiill comprehending what Faust meant. 
Would deeply turn the subject in his mind, 
For all their sakes — for all whom he so loved — 
And with that perfect grace, and delicate tact, 
That from a gentle disposition comes, 
Bj art inimitable, changed the theme : 
With no abruptness set them both at ease, 
And by Faustine was understood so well. 
That she at parting gave him modest look 
Of thanks, that spoke her grateful confidence. 

Paced the floor Guttenberg, his lips compressed; 
His hand mechanically stirred the flame, 
And flame-like glowed his eye* He acted so. 
As though he were unconscious what he did. 
Yet never knew so well. Years fell from limbs. 
And from his quickened mind clouds roll'd away. 
The sober meditations of long days. 
The feverish tossings of unquiet nights, 
Settled to solemn readiness of power: 
Head, heart, and soul had all at once become 
Blent in resistless harmony, as when 
Creation chaos crowned with her birth-song. 
What vistas of fair glory and of good 
Did fail to do, was ripened tropic quick 
By the all-potent fervour of his love, 
Disinterested love, for Faust's dear child. 
As his brave heart so blazed intense, the forge — 
While the fine metal, melting to the flame, 
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Flowed like his glowing feelings to the mould, — 
Eureka! — the discovery is made. 

The voice sang in my ear. Oh ! mighty man ! 
Image of God in his creative power, 
Without whom, this creating man, the world 
Would fester in foul pestilential swamp, 
Breeding most noxious things ; the breath of God, 
Through Adam's offspring working, clears, combines, 
Makes, recreates, and robes with worlds, the world ! 
World cities, quick with commerce, decked with art, 
Ornate with temples, animate with thought, 
Business, philosophy, and dance, and song, 
And racked with sorrow and ateem with joy. 
With life, in fine, and life's bewildering sins, 
Which lead that beauteous bounteous world astray: 
Sweet birds, song-cherubs of cathedral groves. 
Dear pasturing cattle, in field-flowers sweetening 
Your friendly breath of wholesomeness : ye stags 
That lead the mottled herds where trees expand 
Their cover o'er your outlaw'd head thrice branched 
With formidable crown — the stream that slakes 
The fever of thy hunted course, reflects 
Large eyes of softly brilliant fire, so like 
That sun-tipped flow of water, where yon stone 
Lies, dropped by fairy hand to music make : 
Man, delegate of Heaven, named you all ! 
And while death-dealing weapon discord rings 
Amidst his own creations' second growth, 
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He, though the marrer, is the maker still. 
Now, now give way, ye much creating men ; 
The greatest has arisen — Guttenberg ! 
He saith unto the moral world. Let light 
Shine out afresh ! and wondrous light there is, 
The wide world folding with rich food for thought, 
And circling atmosphere of dulness cleared 
For the free breathing intellect of man. 

When Guttenberg had multiplied press work. 
And saw each sheet of marbly vellum take^ 
Sheet after sheet, the selfsame characters 
All beautifully clear, his heart o'erflowed. 
He, in his lofty rapture, vowed a vow 
That the first book, result of the new art. 
Should be the Law of God. Straightway he called 
For Peter Schoeffer, lover of Faustine, 
A dark-eyed youth, who instantly discerned 
The full expression of sublime content. 
Reward of well borne toil, that like a crown 
Shed from his brow its light ! " Peter," said he. 
Smiling mysterious as he named his name, 
" Show me the manuscript I bade thee bring." 
He took the writing. " Yea, 'tis very fair ; 
Yet here and there are words abbreviate 
And other signs of haste." 

The youth replied : 
" 'T is a nice labour for the human hand 
To copy words in myriads as the sands 
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Of the sea shore, besides adorn them too 
With delicate illumination." 

**Yet 
Thou hast but one book, Peter, for thj pains, 
Quaint luxury for cloister or for castle ; 
And Knowledge, which should be as nutriment 
Rich rolled 'fore eye of man, as JGield of grain. 
And as refreshing water freely flowing. 
And universal as the blessed light, 
Is like a miser's casket hid for one 
For whom 'tis too oft useless." 

« 'Tis e'en so." 

'' Be of good courage, Peter. Look at this. 
Is it not fairly printed ? Look again ; 
Here is a copy ; here another ; look. 
Why, Peter, we may give to everyone, 
Man, woman, child, all habitants of Earth, 
The volume of the sacred book of God." 

" I 'm 'whelmed with wonder, I could weep for joy, 
Could fall upon the ground and kiss thy feet, 
Oh ! thou great man ! " 

" Now sit thee down, son Peter ; 
Listen to me : I am old and thou art young : 
To thee I mean the secret to confide 
Which through long years I searched, and now have 

found — 
The art of printing books. Within my soul 
Exists a treasure of exhaustless joy ; 
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What more can I desire ? I want not gold. 
Take thou these sheets to Faust, and to him saj, 
Behold mj title to the claim of son ; 
My title, with my love for dear Faustine. 
Dost love her, sir ? " 

The pleasant question put 
Startled the youth to utterance of moan 
As one transfixed by an arrowy doubt ; 
And then he hid his throbbing brow in hands 
Which could not hide the swollen stormy sobs 
Of sudden happiness. At last away 
Went he, hope-freighted, to his haven of love. 

Upon the marriage altar of this pair 

See the first printed Holy Bible laid : 

Thronged down the angels ; they that temple filled, 

And from the temple, up to space and space, 

A broadening beam of angels, to the throne ! 

Truth held the Bible in her own fair hands, 

While Falsehood, scathed and wounded, fled the light ; 

Yet breathed she still in consciousness that yet 

The struggle was not o'er for many an age. 

And on that blessed morning the pure notes 

Of maiden voices marrying sounds which rose 

From soft majestic organ — not to die ; 

For angels cherishingly saved the hymn : 

Oh would that mortal ears heard mortal song 
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As on immortal lips to heaven it rose ! 
An indescribable adopted song — 
The nearest sign of spirit upon earth, 
Refined into the Terj tongue of heaven ! 



Two men are standing at a vessel's stem. 
Bj his firanky op^i countenance, and calm, 
Accastom'd self-possession, the one tells 
Of tranquil watchfulness midst dangers, grown 
To settled habit no surprise can shake. 
His rugged features, like the cable coiled. 
Awake reliance on a strength which proves 
Its steady friendship, when the rocks are near ; 
Beceiving tribute from the reckless waves 
And wild conspiring winds. 

The other man — 
A Jew, who seemed upon his brow to bear 
The weight of fifteen centuries of woe, 
From sire to son the only heritage 
The scouted of the human race could leave, 
Swelled with a compound interest of pain. 
Beauteous when new bom is the Hebrew child. 
Her own work Nature ever beauteous yields. 
That spoilers' sin may spoilers' be alone. 

As Joseph's mind outgrew unmixed caress. 
Its early food came from a whispered fear — 
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A withering breath upon child's open bloom. 

His dawning reason creeps from mother's arms, 

Encompassing with love, out to a world 

Which hath small love for him, poor Jew-born child. 

He, in the fresh young justice of his soul. 

Ere exercised to pleadings and excuse, 

With scorn and hate injustice bold repels. 

His mother tries with timid hand to choke — 

And 't would be sacrilegious save in her — 

The springing virtues tyranny will blight, 

To plant hypocrisy within their place. 

The outer beauty mirrors soul no more ; 

The soul not mirroring, dear beauty fades ; 

And from the noblest features sly distrust 

And keen deception filch jQne lines away. 

Oh ! it is hard to bear our brethren's scorn : 

We who are made for loving, — to be loved; 

That when we love no more, we are unstrung — 

A discord in Heaven's ear, and to ourselves — 

We, sympathising not, are out of place, 

Not taking in and giving back the sights, 

The harmonies, and sentiments around. 

How, then, did Joseph, when begirt with eyes 
Encircling him, where'er he moved, with hate, 
Hold up his head, and thrust emotion down, 
Until o'erwhelm'd at length, though not subdued, 
Crept he his way of life, with clutch and grasp 
At any object of support in reach. 
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Stoic and martyr, jet of aspect mean, 
Whence thy enduring fortitude, O Jew ? 
Close in the deepest secret of his den, 
Protected from approach by horror more, 
And prejudice unreasoning, than by bolts, 
Joseph thought o'er his people's history — 
That epic, which with revelation opes. 
That epic^ which with restoration ends. 
Immediate persecutions, like the past 
Hard episodes of struggle, sent to test 
The virtues of the race, and their reliance 
Upon the Word of Promise. How he breathes ! 
Breathes freely in the closeness of his den. 
So musical with echoes from the stream — 
The stream that's fresh'ning down from source 

time — 
The stream that's flowing off into a bright 
Futurity of reconcilement sweet ! 

He lives o'er this until his genius swells 
In oriental majesty, as when 
In his own land the Hebrew heard God's voice 
Continually saying. Holy be. 
As I am holy. Love the Lord, and love 
Thy neighbour as thyself. Therein the law — 
The social state accorded with that law — 
Equality was 'stablished, which beshames 
The despot and the democrat alike ; 
An unapproached ideal for all time. 
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The model for a happy time to come. 

And thus passed Joseph's life within my dream, 

While for a moment in that company 

The privilege was given to behold, 

As do the spirits life's long changes, freed 

From chaptered incidents to mortal child ! 

For apprehending needful : 'twas to me 

As if the lightning had scooped up the dark, 

And visibility made inJGinite. 

" Well, Martin Behem, navigator bold ! 
The port is near — our favoured voyage o'er. 
King John of Portugal will Behem meet 
As one deserves who brings unto the king 
Domains beyond imagination's dream." 

" To thee, not me, this wondrous work is due. 
Oh ! I will tell the king how walked my ship 
Across the ocean's pathway, as by night 
Through Lisbon's street a, citizen might go, 
From house of friend, unerring to his home. 
Is not this instrument — this astrolabe — 
This taker of the stars, the greatest e'er 
By mortal man discovered ? Until now. 
We timid navigators crept along 
The doubtful shelter of the shore, nor dared 
The perils of the trackless sea to tempt ; 
And lo ! the sea is as the land. Our king. 
King John of little Portugal, may plant, 
Before the secret of this power is known. 
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On continents his flag, and capture worlds. 
Ah ! Joseph, art thou not the happiest man 
Beneath the stars, which are thy conquest — thine?'' 

Joseph, with tone of irony, rejoined : 
*^ Men will not bum me, Martin, like a witch ; 
Yea, necromancer, pardon, for the profit 
His death-deserving magic brings the state.** 

The simple sailor doth the sarcasm miss : 
" They will not burn thee, Joseph, trust my word. 
Burn thee, because that thou dost lead the sea 
To their king's feet a captive!" 

" That were little. 
The life of wonder is the puff of breath : 
A shout — an exclamation — and 'tis gone. 
If wonder comes, of prodigy the child, 
Perplexing questioners, it angers them ; 
And so they pitch the puzzler to the flames, 
Which is a prompt solution. Yet again : 
The wonder explicable, though it shows 
Heights, depths, and breadths of an Almighty power 
To strike with admiration dumb, then men 
Use it familiarly, as common tool 
For ordinary needs and purposes. 
The taker of the stars, the astrolabe. 
Would not be worth a fisher's net, unless 
It hauled in gain." 

" And gain we have ; and hold ! 
What specimens of ivory and spice 
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We c^rry to the King ! Yet Joseph, say, 
Why dost thou value more, yon stout black man 
Whose eyes in stupid wonder question round ; 
Seeming in turn to ask of sea and sky. 
And of the bellowed sail, and of ourselves, 
What's wanted here with him ? *' 

" Would samples, then. 
Of Afric's coast explored, be all complete, 
Without a specimen of the black race. 
His Majesty's new subjects ? " 

*• How sad he looks ! 
The woman suffers less, she's so absorbed 
In tender watchings of her gamboling boy. 
He revels in the wild delight of change. 
And pries a^nd questions, claiming to be taught. 
As though he were a born Christian white." 
** Or though he were a swarthy poor born Jew." 
And more unto himself sad Joseph spoke : 
'^ Child's curiosity ; itis the sign 
Of claims to knowledge which, neglected, die. 
And a starved soul goes prowling through the world 
A very beast of prey." 

Martin proceeds : 
*^ How strange, a human family so sold ! — 
Some beads of glass and worthless trinkets bought 
That stalwart fellow and that tender wife ; 
The child thrown in as something not worth keep- 
ingl" 
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^ Martin, I know what's passing in thy mind : 
Already is thy wonder flown at this 
Most grand discovery, and I, brought near 
Unto thy observation, measured am 
According to those weaknesses which place 
Upon equality of misery — all. 
The bruised and beaten victim of thy race, 
Into insensibility benumbed, 
For others feels no pain — of what use tears ? 
Of tears despised what use ? our charity ! 
Which of you would not spurn it off as foul ? 
Compassion — sympathy — would insults be! 
Our hearts allowed no place — more quick grows 

mind. 
But then how cultivated and how trained? 
For ever on the watch to baflie wrong, 
It shrinks into a calculating thing. 
When Jew can neither till the ground, nor build. 
Nor share the callings of your Christian men, 
How finds he place for living in strange lands ? 
To Jews are flung the offals of your trade. 
Such cast-off rags as scavengers would spurn . 
He hangs up in the Ghetto, by your leave. 
Blind that ye are. You're planting, spreading roots ; 
The will that ye would kill you concentrate ; 
You shut us from your corporations out, 
And make of us a world-wide brotherhood. 
Bereft of splendid rights of folly, we 
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Hoard of necessity the gold which puts 
Within our hands a power you'll one day feel ; 
A power coiled close around the feet of states ! 
Well ! we are captives as we oft have been ; 
Captivity, the punishment of sin, 
The consequence of weakness. Weakness is 
Of moral want the sign. Freedom is strength, — 
And without strength there can no freedom be, — 
Strength of the soul — there is no other strength. 
Men purge their sin in sorrow, and grow strong 
Beyond the tyrant's reach." 

** Fine sayings, Joseph." 
'^ Martin, again I comprehend thy thought. 
Star taker and slave maker, thou wilt say. 
Make fearful dissonance. Well, be it so. 
This world is yours, not ours ; we serve, not teach ; 
Servant of servants is the doom of Ham, 
And of Ham's race. Your Christians, sir, will take 
Thus much of scripture from the mouth of Jew — 
As much as suits their interests. Once more — 
For now we touch the port discourse must end — 
We consequences cast upon your heads : 
We serve your passions, wills, and appetites. 
Thus paying our poor liberty to breathe : 
The master 'tis who bears the weight of sin 
Imposed on servant, whether serf or Jew." 
Raved thus his fiery declamation on. 
In its bewildered effort at belief 
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In compromise 'twixt interest and wrong. 
The honest open look of Martin Behem, 
Bj mute dissatisfaction more confused 
Than keenest argument, the more because 
Yon thoughtless child of nature, creeping up 
Unto the seaman's side with confidence. 
And on the speaker gazing with strange fear. 
Did trouble each with feelings different. 

Jew Joseph paused ; — then fiinging wide his arms 
Towards the unseen spirits, sorelj cried : 
" Grod of my fathers, when shall come the day 
That soul and body here shall harmonise. 
And be no longer separate as now ? 
The body all obedient to soul's laws, 
The law and life together blent in one ; 
The body no more slave to strangers' will, 
Direct or through necessities imposed : 
But life on earth be like the life in heaven, 
Consistent with our reason and our love ? " 

Fleeting, too fleeting, was, alas ! his thought ; 
For once more 'mongst his fellows, habits came 
All conqueringly back : King John is pleased ; 
Yea, for a moment Joseph rules King John, 
Bending his heart and judgment to the gains 
From spices, ivory, and slaves derived. 

A stranger through John's courtiers finds his way : 
He is a sweet, composed, and gentle man ; 
Eyes deep and full, as if they drank in heaven 



^ 



OR^ TIME IN DBEAHLAND. $3 

And would refuse impuritj from earth. 

He too brought worlds unto the feet of John. 

What proof had he to offer like that one, 

The Astrolabe, on which Jew Joseph smiled 

With mocking irony of glance, the man 

Ketorted not, although the partial king 

Looked at the stranger with a questioning brow. 

His proof ! it is an abstract thought profound, 

A speculative thought bj reason borne 

And for its disadvantage, ah ! upheld 

Bj an enthusiasm, whose finer truth 

Seemed foolish fantasy to grosser minds 

Clouded bj traffic thought in Afric slaves. 

E'er melt away those faces, let me hold 
That manlj visage in mine eje awhile. 
Behold — 'tis there midst other sights more strange. 

King Ferdinand — Queen Isabel of Spain 
Granada's keys from conquered Moor receive. 
My heart strains tow'rds those Moors in their dis- 
tress ; 
Fine sensibility of soul is theirs — 
What lustrous softness, turning fire or tears 
As splendid or sweet images arise. 
Hangs o'er their downcast faces like a veil ! 
Ye Moors, romantic children of the East, 
How, in your nimble fingers, matter changed 
As though stones were like flowers of the field, 
All lovely combinations answering ; 



64 ANHOUB AGO: 

Summer's transfixing lightning stands transfix'd 
In dazzling arabesques around jour halls ; 
And tender je and loving, how the hoof 
Of jour companionable stormy steeds, 
And in their fire so gentle like yourselves, 
Did delicate rounding of the arch suggest. 
Again, the glorified Greek sages bend 
Their faces in compassion and in love 
On those all beauty feeling children, who 
The writings of these mighty teachers saved. 
Bejected nothing they of heart or mind 
That bore the impress of immortal thought ; 
Eevering Moses, loving Christ, and these 
Sublimely human relics of old Greece. 
All taking to their large receptive hearts, 
They did, indeed, with innocence transmute 
Into a wondrous palace for the mind, 
Fantastically fair, but storm-proof not. 
As lance of steel in mobile water bends, 
So the keen logic of the Grecian sage, 
Ent'ring the quickening mind of Araby, 
Was Arabesqued, by subdivision subtle. 
For the bewilderment and dear delight 
Of puzzled and enchanted Christian schools ! 
Ye did good work for man in your wild way : 
Your hour is come. Ye perish in the land ; 
And ill it bodes for Spain, ye perish so. 
What legacy ye leave of wondrous works. 
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And verj beautiful; of aqueducts, 
Hill linking unto hill, in grace sublime. 
The fresh'ning waters, like your spirits' food, 
And like jour rocks, and earth, and all you touch, 
Transformed are into all spirit shapes ; 
Shooting up silvery plumes unto the sun. 
Or sliding downwards in a singing fall ; — 
This wealth of beauty pleads for you in vain. 
While scornful eye and cold deceptive smile 
Of steel-clad Ferdinand betrays the thought, 
That crafty falsehood worked within his mind^ 
Weaving the treason special to bad Kings ; 
Treason unto engagements, and sworn faith ; 
And whilst he is surrounded by his knights, 
A goodly sight in sun-flamed coats of mail — 
His saintly and heroic Isabel, 
Attracted by the glorious light of Truth 
Over his countenance suffused, gives ear 
Unto Columbus, looking grandly poor. 

" What can we do for thee ? Thou seem'st in want. 
Yet we ourselves are poor ; our treasury. 
By this protracted contest, crowned to-day 
With victory, thank God, is drained dry ; 
Yet is there something in thy pleading look 
My heart cannot resist. What may I give ? " 

" Most gracious Queen, I come to give, not beg ; 
I come to offer kingdoms which, compared 
With conquered Granada, are as the sea 
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Encompassing our rounded world to sheet 
Of cooling water in yon Moorish halL" 

Upon Columbus Isabel her eyes 
Turned their full-orb'd weightiness of strength* 
And his blenched not There was a breadth of calm» 
A purity and gentleness suffused. 
O'er resolute Tisage of that marvellous man; 
And in his softly glowing eyes, a depth 
Of patient power which the Queen subdued 
To equalising sympathy. She asked, 
With sweet serenity of smile, the road 
Which to those unknown kingdoms rightly led ! 

And thereupon, in clear though rapid words, 
Unheard by other than that woman's ear, 
The perfect demonstration was exposed. 
He, warming as she listened, told the tale 
Of agitated hopes, that round his mind 
Shook like a bannered army, whose great march 
The captain quickens, nor doth discompose : 
The more he felt, more calmly clear he saw : 
And how in rapturous holiness he vowed 
" That, should he reach yon certain Indian shore, 
(And he would venture in the smallest ship,) 
His portion of rich treasures would he give 
To rescue Holy Land from Lifidel." 
" Wherefore not tell thy project to the King ? ** 
" Oh Queen, he is too wise, as ruling Kings 
By statesman's standard are reputed wise. 
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Such men take not the tones of voice for triith, 
Nor will to high enthusiasm give trust : 
Faith is rejected from their creed for fact ; 
Faithy the soul's sense, that to the Infinite soars. 
They map within the bounds of sight and touch ; 
Their hearts respond not to those finer proofs, 
That hearts profoundly moved to reason give,— 
Not the expedient reason of the day, 
But mind divine, which nothing good escapes, 
And higher than the palpable beholds." 

She paused in silent prayer. What passed within 
The infinite world of her soul, there were 
Around me hosts of spirits who could tell ; 
For on mine own the mortal veil still hung ; 
I could but watch, and listen ; and I heard. 
As Isabel bent down her head, these words : 
"TU pledge my jewels for this enterprise." 
That whispered word gave to Castile a world. 

He's now upon the wilderness of waters, 
Awe-struck, yet fearless, with a fearing crew ; 
And wonderful the most, that on the sea, 
And in the blue immensity above. 
There should be, peopling all, a single mind ! 
But one intelligence to take all in, 
And all be filled with thought of one great man. 
How near to perfect he, Columbus, is : 
Of tend'rest sensibility, yet firm ; 
Of calm collected judgment, yet allied 
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With an imagination which invests 

The ways of life as with a bright'ning moon ; 

Beneath whose smile the world becomes a poem ; 

Each quality that separately gives 

Sufficient to redeem good men's defects. 

Combined within his fifty ripened years. 

Great grew his task, to govern every. day 

His timid, trustless, hesitating crew : 

Exquisite tact for ruling, and it came 

From toleration, of experience bom. 

Aided much by a face which wore the mark 

Of his habitual thought, and early grey 

Lent years' authority to touching grace. 

Oh ! what a sum of qualities ordained 

To drop down in the dawning on wild eyes. 

In wonder turned to visitation new. 

A memory on which there hung no stain. 
Lapped him in calmness through refreshing night. 
When sleeping crew did leave him to himself; 
And melodies like those of spiral shells, 
Which sing to simple ears of deep sea homes. 
Warbled him back to Seville ; and he heard 
Her nightingales, her blooming roses smelled, 
Or lulled his ear the humming of the bee. 
And he wept not when reverie broke away, 
But swelled with hope to pay that land with worlds 
Which gave the slighted Genoese its trust. 
By trade-wind bosomed goes the steady sail 
To his anticipations all atune. 



b 
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That steadfast constancj of wind which adds 
To his cahn courage, terrifies his men ; 
Who see the hand of Fate, implacable, 
Bearing them onward to that wall of fire 
That legends saj doth guard the mysteries 
Of Polar regions from presumptuous hen. 
Or they would perish piecemeal, one by one, 
'Neath mocking smile of calmly cruel skies. 
Again, when birds, as quails of old, dropt down. 
The sign of wooded country near, they feared 
That changeless wind would bar return to home. 
And sing their requiem on a desert shore. 

Not so to him the message by birds borne 
Over the waters to his ark : they flock 
As moths to light, attracted by his love ; 
Sometimes with weary wing, strange birds unknown. 
Not sombre divers of the cheerless hue, 
But brilliant creatures coated by the sun 
With all his wealth of colour : purples rich 
Beyond imperial coronation robe ; 
Crimsons intense by their own softness shaded ; 
And blazing yellows mellowed to the tone 
Of cornice rich with gold breathed o'er by time; 
Greens dark as jet, and greens like first spring 

leaves ; 
And browns bestarred ; and breasts of vivid white. 
And all from out their rapid eyes did try, 
And not in vain, to tell the tale he sought. 

F 3 
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Nor is the sea without its messengers : 
Fish that frequent the shore, rise with his hand. 
And e'er the briny rose and liquid green. 
And flashing silver let their freshness fade, 
To sea restored, these harbingers glide off, 
Bj fancy followed to no distant land. 

Nature hath spoken both bj fish and bird ; 
By branch of shrub, with berries blushing ripe ; 
And now the hand of man himself doth seem 
To beckon onward, for a carved stick 
Doth speak in simplest hieroglyphics, read 
By the least tutored of astonished eyes. 
At length at early dawn one eye beholds 
A moving light that tells of bearing hand. 
And o'er it hanging shakes a resinous smoke, 
Like hair o'er forger's face astorm with work, 
A match is seized, a tongue of fire commands 
Echoes that from creation slept to wake. 



Was sleep a moment shaken by the gun. 
That from celestial purity of light 
I fell into a darkness most profound, 
A darkness by a dreadful whirlwind whipt ? 
Was it the world whose spinning round became 
To my enlarged vision palpable ? 
Or was I borne all round from pole to pole ? 
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That now new continents, and now the old, 
With swift Auccession swam before my eyes ? 
But whether new or whether old, the same 
Heart-wringing cries from tortured human fleshy 
Bewrapped me round with agonies unknown, 
Save to a mother in the famine-time. 

From cavities of mines there howlings rose ; 
From Saint Domingo's children, perishing 
Beneath the lash and goad of Christian men 
Grown dcTilish with lust for gold — >- more gold ! 
And the woods rang with yelp of bloodhound trained 
With Christian skill to worry fugitives. 
Traced by their dropping blood from wounded feet. 
And all for gold — gold — gold — these cruel crimes. 
This treason 'gainst God's image — against God. 
Young men did merge all other foul desires 
In avarice^ last vice of ill-lived years ; 
Spent ashes of the heart's exhausted lusts. 
And ne'er did direst plague so swiftly drink 
The life of a doomed land as Christian men 
Defrauding simple ears with promised peace. 

Give swiftness to the whirlwind ; — bear me off! 
And to the mother-country, Spain, I'm borne. 
The mother-country ! — mother ! oh ! the name ; — 
Where Inquisition-cells their tortures slow, 
Contrasted with Domingo's tortures quick 
And unpremeditated, dealt to wring 
The last of power from the weak failing arm. 

F 4 
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The gold within yon cells is mind of man 
And priceless virtues of heart-love of truth. 
Which bigots did unconsciously refine 
In their fire crucibles for place on high* 
The groans were fewer there, though tortures worseu 
I would have fied, but weights hung to my feet« 
And then there passed a sad procession, slow, 
Of dark and gentle faces : — they were Moors, 
Inexorably banished from the land 
They had adorned with culture ; and some fell, 
Yea, many perished, worn out by the way. 
Seeking in penury a home amidst 
The desert sands disputed with wild beasts, 
Whose savage instincts, grand in their rude rage, 
Showed mean the cruel bigot's vicious sense 
And reason — to vile ends perverted base. 

Sadder and sadder more, advance a crowd 
Led on by Joseph : they are Jews despoiled 
Of all their hard acquired wealth. Though doomed 
To hunger, scorn-embittered, they walk firm. 
As a forlorn hope who go to die 
In conscious martyrdom. They fell — and fell. 
Till some few torn sad remnants of the race 
Were caught by scanty brambles here and there. 
And saved, as^are the wild flowers' flying seeds, 
To spring in stranger lands, that utterly 
May nothing die. 
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Could I have longer borne 
That flow monotonous of varied woe ? 
A sound of a sweet weeping — a low wail 
As from a woman — doth mj burning sense 
Of ages' lengthened harrowing relieve, 
Like water held to lips midst raging flght« 
I recognised the face of Isabel, 
Whotn, stainless of her kingdom's crimes, the angels 
Into their company received ; and all 
From whirlwind darkness changed again to light. 
Unto her, speaking, said a voice : — Behold ! 
What fate is theirs by whom thou wert misled ! 
And there appeared a tranquil stolid face — • 
A calm, self-satisfled, contented face — 
Which upwards looked to heaven as of right : 
But, as he did ascend, a ghostly crowd, 
Some gashed with wounds, some shrivelled as by Are, 
Did make a wall heaven and that man betwixt. 
And Isabel did quiver, as she saw 
Faint back to utter darkness of the tomb, 
The terrible Torquemada, who, like Dives, 
Strained his despairing gaze to her in vain ! 

Falsehood wrote mocking praise upon his tomb, 
And flung his dust in his successor's eyes ! 
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With a weak step and slow, a priest ascends 
The stair that leads from church aisle to the room 
Where bishops sit in judgment on offence 
Committed 'gainst the rights of H0I7 Church. 
And up and down in pensiveness he moves ; 
Sometimes he sat him down from weariness ; 
Then would he rise again, and, as he walk'd, 
A curious eye might read his character. 
Oft doth he hesitate, like one who seeks 
Uncertainly on which side lies fair truth ; 
A fine and timid keenness in his eje, 
And therewithal a fearfulness to act, 
By conscientious scruple still withheld ; 
By o'er discernment that doth see too much ; 
By hesitation 'twixt the good which hangs 
About decay itself, and 'twixt the evil 
That rushes in, as soon as opes the door 
For fresher air and purer light : and then 
His weakness physical doth warn against 
The lusty tug of controversial fight. 
He likewise fears rude inroads on his ease 
And leisure, exquisitely passed 'mongst books, 
And rich epistles to and from his friends — 
They numbered by the learned of the time. 
When he had caught a sure and solid fact, 
Bound which shone duty clear, his band he clenched, 
And stamped the fioor, and looked a strong great man. 
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Whose nerves, though delicate, strained with strange 

might, 
Proving habitual hesitation ; not 
Of lack of courage the relaxing sign, 
But of a conscience questioning. He cannot 
Disdainful treat religion. Still upheld 
B7 Sadolet, the Cardinal, his friend. 
Who him delights with fine Latinitj. 
Yet doth his purer piety reveal 
That something holier than classic books. 
Extinguishing the mid barbaric age, 
Must kindle in the heart of the new time. 
Ah ! there he's sure. The bad barbaric age — 
Let it be dead and gone — himself the star, 
Whose fresh rajs glitter 'fore the coming mom. 
Alas I oft hid hj swift obscuring clouds. 
Admitting intervals of brightness only ^^ 
But of such brightness — the raised eyes of men * 
Would dwell on it for ever. The reform, 
Bising with a wild whirlwind that brings, 
And yet of need, foul mixtures of the earth. 
Across that face of heav^ it leaves more blue •*-* 
Beform, so mingled, startles him ; and so. 
Between the past, all hateful, and the future, 
Troubled and lighted with short bursting lights, 
He stands, with hair dishevelled and raised hands, 
Warning the passionate, too moved to hear ; 
And sweeping by, unlistening, save to those 
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Who cheer and speed them on their eager way. 

Hard by the bishop's council-table gapes 

The chasmed darkness of an oubliette. 

Erasmus, as he gazes thereupon, 

Dilates to all the glory of himself : 

Good God ! he utters, while he wrings his hands, 

Can it be right, that in Thy temple meet, 

Under its holy roof, together thus. 

Yon altar, and this horrid oubliette ? 

There, sacrificial offering for sin. 

Beating of bosom, penitential cries, 

Acknowledgment of weaknesses, and prayers 

For mercy and forgiveness ; and yet, here — 

No mercy — no forgiveness : cries in vain 

To hardened hearts, and ears, as adder's, deaf ? 

While at this Devil's altar churchmen knelt. 

And, in their consecrated vestments, made 

A living human Druidism here. 

The smothered cries of agony went down, 

Mocked by the melody of choral hymns — 

Thou type of mediaeval time. I gaze. 

With sickening horror through impervious gloom, 

Seeking in vain the depth where splashes low. 

The mournful channel, as though charged with sighs. 

He stoops, he kneels, he peers into the gulf, 
A horrid fascination he would fain 
Shake off, but cannot, holds him riveted. 
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With gloom familiar growing, his eyes plunge 
Amongst a haunt of spectres ; and his ears, 
In sympathising quickness, hear the sounds 
Of waters gurgling in the jaws of death. 
On that pif s edge he swoons ; when lo ! a man 
In armour rises, whom Erasmus asks ; 
Who art thou ? Speak ! 

ABBfED FIGUBE. 

I am a feudal baron. 

ERASMUS. 

Why comest thou to me ? 

3AR0N. 

To plead my cause 
Against accusings of thy galling pen, 
Which quivers through my thrice thick plated steel. 
Arrow proof though it be, and mocks this shield. 
Which rings back laughter on foes' angry sword. 

ERASMUS. 

Ah ! now I recognise thee by thy scream, 
Thou horrid bird of prey. Grand to the eye 
Is all this flowing plumage of thy helm ; 
Eight martial is thy strut, and ladies' smiles 
Encourage thy pretension ; but thy life 
Is one foul scene of hideous rapine. Ay, 
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Eagle in aspect, thou art wolf in act ; 
Slaying, devastating, plundering all** 
The great and small alike. A human fold 
Now 3rields thee manj victims ; then some lone 
Poor merchant on the highway -« for his pack 
Is thrown into the ravine o'er which looks 
The robber's castellated home — to which 
Skulks like thief fox your title-staining baron. 

BARON. 

Hear me, Erasmus — hear my strong defence. 
Did I not take the western world, a ruin, 
Out of corruption chaos, and that the worst, 
And save society by discipline ? 
My fortress, ringing to the tramp of arms. 
My forests, guarded from the spade and scythe, 
My serfs, when not in war, at chase of boar, — 
Gave force organic to loose barbarous men. 
Strong tyrants eat up weak. To-day the chief 
Of some determined band, from castle marching, 
Swallow'd opposing rivalry, and grew 
Lord of whole province ; and from province swell'd 
Into o*ertopping majesty. 

[^AJigitre rises in a cowl"] 
ERASMUS. 

What's that 
Which stands beside thee ? 
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COWLED FIGURE. 

A lord abbot, 
Boused from my sleep, beneath the chancel deep, 
By this tongued ghost in armour I Hear me, too ! 
Where would mankind be now, if not for me. 
Who by entreaty, menaces, and prayer. 
Wrung from the conscience-shaken chief, (as he 
Lay trembling at death's portal,) ill-got treasure, 
With which to build, by toss'd tempestuous sea 
Of never-ceasing strife, those quiet havens 
Where good men, weary of such horrid scenes. 
Might dedicate their days to peace and Christ ? 

BABON. 

Strength will be strength, and must itself put forth! 
Strength, even in wrong, is hewing through a way 
To distant right ! With head untaught, and limb 
Like gnarled oak, vigorous, sap-sufiused, 
Man could not idle sit, for rotting ease 
To worm him, like a hull*d ship, into dust ! 
When man had neither books, nor arts, nor trade, 
I forged his rugged virtues into form. 
And bent his savage vices to their service I 
Out of wild tribes from forests and from swamps. 
With forest freshness in their hearts, though dull 
As is the sluggish pool — out of sea pirates, 
Plunder in boats pursuing, boats of skins, 
I built and framed romantic Chivalry! 
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That perfect fulness of their piely, 

And stern regard for equitable right, 

Passion for arms, achievements, and great love 

Of woman, cherished with a proud respect 

Due to the partner in the toils of man, 

And sole creator of earth's heaven — dear home ! 

'T was Chivalry that gave to woman fair 

A sovereign place in castle, church, and hall ; 

Her humaniser made of battle-field ; 

The glad'ning meteor of the merrj chace ; 

The centre sun-light of the tournament; 

Th* inspiring genius of the glowing bard ; 

A priest in holj, charitable acts ! 

And did not Charlemagne, our chief lord, lay down 

Ages' accumulated conquests rich 

At feet of Mother Church ? Did I not lead 

All Europe, at the beck of Hermit Peter, 

To rescue of the Holy Sepulchre ? 

Go back, ungrateful abbot, to thy tomb. 

Or wait until Erasmus doth pronounce 

Judgment upon thee ! 

ABBOT. 

Ah ! by whom was saved. 
Out of a second deluge, the remains 
Of ancient lore, both sacred and profane? 
I had my armies, with their pens for swords. 
Good patient monks, who wearied out their eyes 
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Transcribing precious books. Only for these 

The dark mid-ages were for ever dark. 

The Church preserved the Scriptures, — it retained 

Manj a pious legend tenderly 

From drowning chaos of such times preserved. 

Neglected husbandry sought friendly shade 

Beneath kind monastery walls, and raised 

Food for poor beggars by oppression made ; 

Hard Mother Church's task, when laymen knew 

No better trade than fighting ! Once she tried 

To make three days of truce in every week. 

That on those three a traveller might ride 

Along the highway unmolested, yielding 

The other three to rapine and to blood ; 

Three Sabbath days the more from wicked fight, 

A boon for industry. This truce of God 

How little ye respected I God's own day 

Escaped not desecration, nor saints' days, 

For same end multiplied in calendar. 

BARON. 

Well I we do wrong to quarrel, good lord abbot. 
Since feudalism bowed prostrate before Church, 
Our fortunes have together been entwined, 
And we should league united. I am now 
Shorn of my strength — a Samson without hair. 
The cold and crafty kings of France and England 

6 
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Have bent nobility to foot of throne. 
Those arm'd retainers, who were once mj force. 
Are broken into locast swarms of robbers ; 
Thick clouds of insect beggars hide the light 
Of flickering charity in convent gate. 
Beggary is ennobled into trade ; 
And begging monks, barefooted, carry off 
The prize of homage from anointed priest 
Your wealth begets dark hatred in the poor ; 
Your wealth attracts the sordid eye of kings. 
Who needs must bribe supporters for a power 
Which lying not within the heart of time. 
But being recent conquest, must be propped 
By further confiscation, and by spoiL 

[FofitiAef.] 

ABBOT. 

Doth he speak truth, Erasmus ? 

ERASMUS. 

That he doth ! 
Come, trouble not thy beads. Listen to me — 
But lo ! a spirit comes will tell thee better. 

[^Spirit of a Burgher arises."] 
ABBOT. 

Who art thou ? 
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BURGHER. 

Dost thou not know, lord abbot, 
The soul of thy good burgher ? When I missed 
My brother ghosts, so long lain by my side, 
I long'd to take a ramble through the town 
Of money-making Rotterdam. Erasmus ! 
Do take a plain and honest ghost's advice : 
My time is coming — turn thy thoughts to me. 
Thou lovest proverbs, those fine grains of sense 
With which plain wisdom seasons its discourse, 
Regarding them as heir-looms above price, 
From worthy ancestors inherited. 
Now there's a proverb which describes effect 
How money spurs the mare. Sir ! I've the money ! 
When feudalism like to an idle dog 
Could only fight, I thought it a good bargain 
To pay his hands to strike a blow for me. 
Snugly I sconced myself within the range 
Of some huge fighting lord, and drove my trade 
Under his high protection. Now and then 
He took my money ; sometimes rather more 
Than we had fairly bargain'd for, but then 
He kept the swarm of minor thieves away. 
By industry and uses of shrewd wit 
I rose in wealth and power ; and when at length, 
Grown richer than my lord, bought charters, laws, 
Negotiated privilege, exchanged 

o 2 
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Money for rights ; but hear what made my fortune. 
It was the Church, lord abbot, Mother Church. 

ABBOT. 

Oh! yes. 
Good priest prov'd ever friend of the oppressed. 

BURGHER. 

Thy wits are rather dull, ghost abbot : no, 
That was not quite the way. It was when rage. 
By mother Church inspired, grew for Crusades ; 
Away flock'd all your rabble of rude knights. 
But e'er they had on expedition gone. 
Money was needed to make retinues — 
A blaze in brazen cuirass or plumed helm — 
And so they sold and mortgaged their estates 
To wealthy burghers, who made sign of cross. 
Wishing them victory and all success. 
Good bye, lord abbot ; think upon my words. 
Before I go elsewhere ; this moonlight night 
I mean to take a ramble 'mongst the shipping. 
Whose bales of goods will yet stop cannons' mouths. 
Whilst men, instead of crossing swords, shake hands. 
Confirming bargains ; then to the town hall, 
^iingling with the clear moonbeam on my statue. 
Enjoy the pleasure of my face in marble — 
Post obit payment for my grammar schools, 
Chambers of commerce, and the pair of pictures 
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Hung o'er Church altars, not forgetting too 

An hospital for sick. Active in life. 

Burgher with breath out is no sluggard still. 

Lord abbot, ponder on my saving words 

For sake of Mother Church. My lord, good-bye ! 

[^Vanishes.^ 
ERASMUS. 

That's a wise wag, lord abbot, and a shrewd. 

Knowing the poor world's wants as well as ways. 

His eyes to him what learning is to us. 

Bustling through difficulties, one by one. 

He meets each as it comes with practised hand, 

And while we scholars theorise, he acts. 

Not given to books, yet does he not contemn 

Nor arts nor letters (blossoms they of wealth), 

Whose purposes his quick eye estimates. 

Although they wind not life-like through his being. 

Inklings hath he of every truth, while yet 

He cannot follow propositions home 

With graceful tread to labyrinthine depths ; 

Still when he cries reform — reform must come. 

ABBOT. 

If thou talk'st heresy, I'll close mine ears. 

ERASMUS. 

Thy ears 
May close them if they will to human words, 

G 3 



86 AN HOUB AGO; 

But if to light thou shuttest up thine eyes 
Advantage will be taken of thj blindness. 

ABBOT. 

Heresy ! 

ERASKUS. 

Thou must leave scholastic books, 
In barbarous monk Latin writ, to spiders, 
To weave around them musty cobwebs fine, 
As arguments scholastic for fly minds. 

ABBOT. 

Heresy ! 

ERASMUS. 

Wine swilling, lazy, begging monks 
Must cleanse their feet, and put on well wash'd hose. 
Cleanly in garb without, and pure within, 
Nor sensual, nor filthy. 

ABBOT. 

Ha ! what more ? 

ERASMUS. 

What more ! this: there must be reformation 
By Mother Church within, or forced from out. 
Accumulated errors of past times, 
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Miserable superstitions, all must go, 
Bent bj the hand of Mother Church herself, 
And flung like fragments of a filthy cloak 
Seized in the winter time, when naked she 
Lay down in ignorance. Pray be not wroth, 
For I would save the Church by fitting Church 
To meet inquisitive days. 



He wakens : 
And music, as he slowly opes his eyes. 
From the grand instrument, soft, warblingly, 
ThriUs with a twining spiritual voice. 
Transition breaking mild from swoon to life. 
With preparation too for calmer rest. 
These seemed to me the words of Truth's eve hymn: 

Oh, be thy sleep untroubled, my sage Son, 

As conscience merits on which lies light blame : 
Sleep needest thou, for He, whose will be done, 
Hath cased a giant mind in feeble frame. 
Sweet be thy sleep, and calm ! 
Thy dreams, as if heav Vs portals opening let 
Veiled light and music's balm 
Upon thy sleep-freed soul, 
Such as through old Church windows at sunset, 
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Slopes angels' downward path to hear the hymn 
Blending with twilight dim, 
In one harmonious whole. 
Maj the fresh air of morning greet thy cheek, 

And chase its paleness like to grey of clouds, 
Flushing to colour, as when angels break 

Into soul garments what were late death shrouds ; 
May pure dews, sparkling in the morning grass, 

Refresh thine eyes, hot, bleared with midnight toil; 
May through thine ears clear warbling bird-notes pass, 

And weave about thy brain a delicate coil 
To hold thee to dear Nature — make thee love, 

For sake of such sweet objects, all below. 
And pity those who, touched not from above 

With sense of simple beauty, fail to glow. 



A castle chamber faced the setting sun. 
And one did sit therein, whose mind, sunlike. 
Had run its day's enriching course, and beamed 
With weighty luminousness his grand brow. 
His world before him lay — a written world : 
Behold Jerusalem, whose map is traced 
In holy pencillings of sacred fire ; 
And Greece behold, whose gods were smote the day 
And by the blaze, that on Damascus road 
Blinded with purging light the eye of Paul. 



^ 
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And Rome — Rome, centre of a globe twice won, 

To be from proud supremacy twice thrown ! 

Once her corrupted manhood dropt the sword, 

Unequal to the fresh barbarian's spear ; 

And now corrupted spirit owns the word, 

Spoke like a whirlwind through her lifeless forms. 

Scattering as dust her ceremonials vain. 

Oh ! what a workman shelters Wartburg Castle ! 

Here a translated gospel bj his hand, 

And commentaries copious — what a growth 

Bursts rich from contact with the mind divine ! 

Hark ! These are lyrics rung on David's harp ! 

Listen again ! He warbles to rude ears 

Old legends robed in sounding German rhyme. 

So prickly furzes scent and song the wind. 

Flinging rough dazzlings in admiring eyes 

Like quiv'ring chords of gold 'neath harper's hand. 

His music is arrested by some wrong — 

Some harsh, hoarse, vulgar, intercepting wrong — 

Athwart the current of his gladness flung. 

And he who knows no pal'tring compromise. 

Gives his heart's wholeness utterance in words 

That roll with massive shocks on dainty ears. 

How his pen pulses o'er the pamphlet page, 

Fierce in its salutary scorn of crime. 

And strong to pierce pretension of contempt 

Hung o'er its smarting wound by shallow pride. 

Droops now his head in easy sweet repose 

Like one whose ear is entered by a tune. 
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And he thinks pleasantly. What train of thought 

Is for a moment broken by the whirr 

Of those winged visitors, who to the woods 

Take from his gentle hand their 'customed crumb ? 

Why doth he fondle his companion flute, 

And having breathed a volley of clear notes. 

Yields he unto his reverie once again ? 

In visible foi*ms to me appear his thoughts. 

And this the vision of his memory is : — 

A street is marbled o'er with frozen snow, 

And stealing down is the departing breath 

Of the short winter day — a cloak of cold. 

A window glowing from a flaming hearth 

Throws a gold bar across the naked feet 

Of a poor beggar boy, who stops and sings : 

Rings the close street with sweetest of earth's sounds, 

A pure young voice — and windows are thrown ope. 

And heads thrust out, and kindly alms await 

The echoes of the song. Meanwhile that flame, 

As by a sun-spot darkened partially, 

Tells of a listener to the poor boy's hymn : 

The sun-spot vanishes, and straightway through 

A door, quick opened and quick shut, the boy 

Is by a woman gently hurried in ; 

To her good face look up two clear blue eyes, 

With all unfearing love, and their strange power 

Brings up the slumbering mother to her own. 
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Dear, dear Ursula Cotta — sighs .the man. 
Grown to ripe gratitude — Ursula dear ! 
And as he gazes upwards with a prayer — 
Or was it to or was it for her dead, — 
A face distinct beamed from the multitude, 
And his heart felt a presence, and was glad. 
Now doth he think confusedly of days, 
Which did precede and follow that frost even ; 
And still in visible forms his thought appeared. 

Deep in the dreary mine, where delved his sire, 
He crouches from the haunting demon's eyes, 
That peer with curious gaze from shade at lights 
For mischief powerful. Away, away ! 
And now amongst hearth-ruddied faces, he 
Close hustles 'neath low cottage-roof — as tale. 
As legend, terror-born, takes spirit shape. 
Startling lone traveller in mountain gorge 
Or forest gloom, and thrilling him with fear. 
These are but shadowy fancies ; lo ! grim fact 
Comes wading through, and dreadful stands alone. 
There lies his youthful friend, whom lightning sought 
Between the branches of the storm-beat tree, 
Smiting him by his side. — " Why him — not me ? " 
How his convulsive thankfulness returns. 
How pure life promises are vowed again. 
The fuller now, because of promise kept. 
Ah ! comfort and composure I here are books. 
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'Tis the old abbey library : he's there, 
There in his earnest ardent youth : no fiend 
Haunts that immeasurable mine of wealth, ^ 

But hope and rapture, flowing from old tomes. 
Quicken the life in life. Ah ! how he read. 
Read with devouring eyes and rapid voice. 
Gliding o'er page whose sense he did divine. 
Half reading where he could anticipate — 
With secret promise to return, please God, 
As soon as he hath all — no less than all — 
Run with a vigorous conception o'er. 

" Had I been wealthy born," he, musing says, 

" In luxury's lap,* I might have idly lain, 

With fancies purposeless, amused or tired, 

Nor known the strength of joy privation opes. 

Nor my own feelings felt — I to myself 

A book sealed down with rust. We purchase joy 

With sympathetic and with sorrowing tears 

Bestowed on brothers' woes, or shed for sins : 

Darkness and gloom become the price of light. 

Oh ! light, had I thy precious sweetness known. 

Oh ! dewy luxury of Nature's lap. 

Had I so lark -like nestled in thee — save 

For that foul arid darkness of the mine. 

Where my poor father delved?" 

So on he thought. 
Marking from step to step his young career, 
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Wondering how many things which, as they rose, 
Confounded his belief in Providence, 
Fell into order, as though preordained. 
Until they formed a firm connected whole ; 
That had his wish at many times been heard, 
His lamentation listened to on high. 
Deranged had been his scheme of life, and he 
Some other than he is. 

Aloud he cries : 
" How marvellous the symmetry of life. 
Left unrebellious to His guiding hand ! 
Blest be the impulse which did urge me forth, 
Minstrelling winds with music, which did melt 
Into kind ears like softly opening showers, 
To those who asked if beggar wanted bread. 
Yea, that he did — the bread which feeds the mind ; 
He was a scholar begging price of books. 
What he did borrow — would he not repay ? 
A pilgrim asking help upon his road. 
To distant sacred shrine, whence he'd return 
Treasured with blessings." Ah ! didst thou say so. 
Asks smiling reason, wakening from her dream ; 
And he looked back on youth's hard trial scenes, 
Through the grand soul that midst such scenes had 

grown. 
And felt his sufferings light — yea found them lovely. 

Again, as from a womb of summer cloud. 
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Flit lightnings, like eje-glances — memories shoot 
Rapid, but unconfused. Sensual faces 
Scowl at his insolent virtue from their cowls. 
He reprobates their fast day feasts forsooth ! 
Flj for thj life young simpleton ; thine eye 
Doth trouble their digestion. Who comes next ? 
Is that armed Julius ? Better he than they, 
Though he hath doffed tiara for steel helm, 
And with his mail^ hand shakes pastoral crook. 
Spear pointed, 'gainst Isaiah's prophecy ; 
He turns the plough-share into sword, that Pope 
In whom the patriot absolves the priest— 
Repel the stranger first — and then to prayers. 
Thou art, if not fit Pope, a right true man : 
No hypocrite art thou, on thy war steed. 
Well had it been if thy halls, Vatican, 
Reechoed sound no worse than thy spurred heel ; 
Yet doth thy glance, upon yon gibbet fixed — 
Upon yon gibbet, where a traitor hangs — 
With look as hard as thy own vizor raised, 
Or, peradventure, as stern Justice sword. 
Trouble one simple soul, who thought the Pope's 
A blessing eye — an orbit all of blessing. 
Pass on, thou hybrid phantom : priest in arms ! 
A Pagan Christian in an easy chair. 
With muffled roll, smoothes out thy clanking tread ; 
Enlightened Leo glides before his eyes — 
Soft, half believing, cultivated Leo ; 
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Luxuriously well learned, fraught with taste : 

Ah ! could he raise a temple in his Rome 

Surpassing ancient art of Rome or Greece, 

What matter though foundation piles be struck 

Deep through the quagmire of a false pretext, 

To self-deluding wishes, imaged fair. 

The skies had been by Babel fairly scaled. 

If artists planned the work, not frightened men, 

Building at random against science rules, 

And by false architecture vexing Heaven. 

All sins, but sins 'gainst taste, may be forgiven. 

Subscribe your pennies ; Leo saves your souls 

By raising, through the purifying fire, 

A well proportioned line of columns fair. 

Standing Corinthian on mosaic floor. 

Leo, the time is come when storm of years -^-^ 

A storm collected in a human heart, 

Of storms the mightiest — shall shake thy ease, 

And set thine eyes a winking with the blaze 

Of fire from Wittenberg. 

Ha ! Luther swells — 
He springs up fierce for battle — he grows proud. 
The tempter holds him in a <;oil at last ; 
And in the dark, he's face to face with one — 
The Demon — whom I recognise full well. 

" Luther, I bring thee news of thy brave work." 
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" Good news, please Heaven. The mind of man's 
awake." 



" Ay, and man's passions, too. 



» 



" They never sleep. 
They cling to every interest, how great, 
And with defacing fierceness. Reason says. 
Passion 's ally to holy cause sublime ; 
And passions purified turn sacred fire. 
Becoming beautiful affection's friend." 

'* Your beautiful affections take odd turns ; 

They shrivel pictures fair in churches hung. 

That Virgins look like witch hags crazed in smoke : 

They smash white marble angels into rubbish ; 

These monuments of man's transported hours, 

His piety, and poetry, and science. 

His inward prayer, and silent hymn — the fruits 

Of meditation, and of action blent ; 

High faculties of mind, and soul, and sense. 

Flowing in concert through the fusing hand. 

To give to others rapture like his own : 

This profanation perpetrated is 

In thy name." 

" And in mi/ name stop such horrors ! 



I 
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Why dost thou laugh ? In Christ's name who art 
thou?" 

^' Oh ! I hare more to tell thee. The rude pelusants 
Tumultuoiisly meet in arms. They say. 
The light that thou hast let into their heads 
Shows their condition to be brutes, not men : 
With hook and scythe, for sword and spear, they meet, 
Eaising for standard in the ran — what think ye ? 
A boot. Is that a satire or a jest ? " 

*^ It is a symbol — ^rude men speak in signs. 
Things are the words of- those untaught in speech : 
Things showing thoughts of men take souls, and are 
Alive with inspiration — spirit man 
Spiritualises all about him ; he. 
When rudest, is most poet, like the child 
Asking a helping tongue from all God's works. 
And answered by the all surrounding strength, 
Beadily responding unto faith," 

« Good ! 
The boot is not a natural object, 
It serves the foot," 

" It does of rich, not poor. 
Thou art not learn'd in sumptuary laws, 
Or thou would'st know the boot's a luxury 

u 
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Forbidden bj the noble to the serf. 

If it be mirth or satire, 'tis that kind 

Which out of tears most bitter laughter coins. 

When labourers have left on broken road. 

In thomj hedge, and in sharp stubble field, 

To which their sweat gave life, footmarks of blood. 

The boot flies up, a terrible reproach ; 

An act selected from ill host of acts, 

Because most galling, pitiful, and mean." 

" Thou dost approve rebellion.'^ 

'« I do not. 
Pity is not approval How I pity ! " 

'* On thee and thy reform lies all the blame." 

" Reform desires not force. Away with force> 
Which sends wild violence into the van ; 
That moderation is as weakness spumed, 
Or smitten down as treason, and the world 
Affrighted, or not knowing to what length 
Blind vengeance may proceed, deserts the cause 
On which good men had smiled, and human rights 
Are trampled down with general consent.'* 

" How meet oppression, save by arm of force ? " 
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** All wrongs, in time, will jield before the word; 
Conscience is never drugged to deatb^it sleeps : 
A sound word from sound heart — storm rushing in. 
Wakes it to ^ying awe. Steel-girded chiefs 
Shake in their armour, when a true roice speaks. 
Again 70a laugh. Ah ! I'm disposed to weep.** 

'* Thou art, despite tbj airs^ a man of sin." 

'^ I am a sinner, sorrowful for sin.** 

<< A very foul blaspheming priest art thou.** 

" Not so. Not so. I acted in good faith, 
Believing reverentlj Roman rites.'' 

*^ Blaspheming infidels believe as well : 

Sincerity is nothing to the point ; 

Hands as sincere fling victims to the flames." 

** Sincerity that goes a search for truth, 
But humble and with prayer." 

** Thou art not humble. 
Thou art swollen with pride." 

** Sometimes. May God forgive, 
Console me, rather, friend. Ah ! pray for me. 

B 2 
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Another laugh ! Now, now, I know thee^ Satan^ 
And knowing, do not fear.*' 

<* Yet, I have power/* 

** Of thyself none. Our weakness ia thy power ; 
'Tis when man lies disarmed in soft repose, 
By idleness relaxed; or yielding,. lets 
His reason sleep or wander, and his senses 
Smell at forbidden fruit, thou. Evil One, 
On belly creepest in thy filthy slime, 
To poison his no longer guarded souL 
Thou art a coward, Satan, and a fool," 

*' No, Martin Luther, Satan is no fooL 

He who attains his object is no fool, 

And I hold mine, despite Almighty Power." 

" No, not despite ; thou art bis instrument* 
The world is all a battle ground : each man 
A battle to himself, by battle tried. 
The way to heaven, fiend, lies through victory j 
We thither bring the crowns we do receive 
Transfigurate back." 

" Count the number, friend : 
Subtract your conquering elect from mine, 
Then say who is the fool." 
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" ThougH thou should'st win. 
Where evil is the prize, thou 'rt still a fool ; 
Missing soul happiness — the onlj end 
Worthy of work* Remorse ati;ends on ruin 5 
Or where use callous renders heart, that heart, 
Dead unto sympathy, is dead to joy*'* 

« Would'st thou convert the Devil ? ** 

" Thy cold sneer 
Would prove the effort vain. What I will do 
Is to exhibit thee a fool — a fool. 
The time will come when thou art scorned of 

all; 
A petty, mischief-making, wicked Satan ; 
That never in thy swollenest hours of might 
Dared meet a man whose soul rose fixed on Grod.'^ 

" *Tis thou who art my instrument 5 e'en thou. 
The world is shook with war. State against state 
Wars internecine ; fiercest civil war ; 
Son against sire ; brother against brother ; 
The wife, the husband, husband, wife denouncing. 
Bright fires flash out of smoke from human flesh ; 
A^d tortures bite the victims of thy creed." 

" Thou troublest me,'* 

H 3 « 
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** Thou art my instrument. 
Thou art my fool.** 

*^ Liar, I answer thee. 
Combat's the test of truth. Good men and brave 
Baptize their faith in blood ; thrice blessed Chridt, 
The messenger of love and peace — ^what peace ? 
The peace eventual shining out of storm -^ 
Hath said, I bring not peace ; I bring a sword* 
His sword is victory, and broken thine.** 

" There thou art inconsistent. Where *s the word ? 
It seems too slow in its dissolving power. 
Your moral medicine to cure all ills 
Resigned is now for cautery and knife.*' 

*' The brave man seeks not quarrel, nor doth shun ; 
The fight forced on him he would fain avert ; 
On their heads be the sin who first shed blood.** 

*' The air is filled with curses. Hear*st thou not 

Of curses for the sufferings thou hast wrought ? 

The air is filled with laughter ; troops irom hell 

Make merry that a second flood, all blood. 

Is reddeir with predicted final fire. 

And Luther the great cause. Why fallest down ? ^ 

"I fall upon my knees. I rise refreshed, 
Beady to answer thee.** 
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*^ Come, Lather, listen. 
I trouble thee no more, on one condition : 
Humble thyself to Rome." 

« So Satan wills,'* 

'* How dost thou know Pm Satan ? Do I not 
Advise thee to restore the world to peace ? 
Is that such deyilish counsel ? " 

^' For peace sake 
I must fair Truth renounce. For peace sake saj 
Beform is falsehood. What would follow then ? " 

" Wealth, honour, favours. What, you frown ? Well, 

well. 
Nothing for thee ; but for the poor world peace." 

** That is to say corruption — peace, oh peace 1 

When it doth mean submission unto ill ; 

When it doth mean surrender of the man. 

His heart, his soul, his thoughts to priestly power ; 

The abdication of his royal rights ; 

Capitulation of his freedom,— peace 1 

Peace doth stagnating rottenness become. 

'Tis Satan's peace ; for Satan, then, at ease 

May drop his net on unresisting prey. 

Whereas, in battle for the truth, e'en he 

H4 
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Must combat like the rest to gain, with pams. 
From midst .-exalted spirits purified 
By grand enthusiasm, although pervert, 
A traitor here and there for lucre's sake.*^ 

** I wave my wand, and lo, the world's vast wealth 
Is at thy feet.'* 

** Begone, tempter, away* 
Yet answer me one question e'er thou'rt gone. 
Tell me^ art thou a personal fiend, or no, 
A phantom creature of our tortured thoughts? 
Do we make thee from our own crimes and fears. 
Our lusts and passions — tell me, is it so ? 
Or art thou very Satan, Evil One, 
By €rod permitted to walk to and fro ?'* 

"With horns and tail!" 

" Ay, with the marks of beast, 
Foul, paltry, sneering, false, uncandid fiend. 
With ignorance and evil's quencher, this 
Prophetic ink, do I thy forehead mark. • » 
He's gone ! A monumental stain remains, 
The mark of his defeat. I did resist, 
Resist the Devil, and the Devil fled." 

While Truth's pure light filled Luther^s conquering 
soul — 
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While rose his voice through interlacing light • ' s 

Of suns, themselves the crested waves of one 

Infinite luminousness — his voice rose 

A widening ring .to the Omniscient throne. 

The vanquished liar, such his branded name^ 

Did fiercely bear his malice-tortured hearty 

A burning coal of hell in his poor breast. 

To shake its sparkles where wild passions courted 

A fulminating flame I The peasants gather 

All round the watchfires of their last free night, 

And their low babbling, which to-morrow's dawn 

Will smite to a death rattle, seemed to me 

Sweet as an inarticulate child's voice. 

** Why," quoth a simple one, " should I not dip 

Into free Nature's flowing stream my line. 

And take Heav'n's own created food without 

My lord's line being twisted round my neck ?** 

Whereon a merry laugh mixed with the crackle 

Of the warming wood. One of darker brow 

The merriment reproved. " Think of our corn 

Trampled to rubbish 'neath the hunters' hoof, 

E'en while 'tis smiling in its tenderest green 

At peeps of sun through spring's refreshing clouds* 

And if it ripes to colour of the sun 

Dark on it lies the shadow of lord's game^ 

Nor dare we fly an arrow for the food 

Of our robbed children.** Forth an arrow flew 

At random, and reUeving his pent rage. 



KX AN HOUR ago; 

^* I Ve laboured sixty jetLTB^** a grey beard sajiy 

** And I love labour as I love the fields 

Which bloomed unto the sweat of this old brow ; 

But no man should be made to work for nought. 

Toil, thankless and compulsory, my lord. 

Must end, or end must we. Kill, if you will ; 

Lay down your weapons dyed in peasant gore, 

And take up ours^the shovel, hoe, and scythe ; 

Our ghosts shall see what hand ye'U make of it.** 

A laugh— -one bwer than the first, and sad — - 

Preluded stormy cheers. One, somewhat learned, 

Declaimed against the hard-wrung dues of Church ; 

Another, in a gravely moderate tone. 

Explained the beauty of old Saxon laws, 

Till trial by a jury of man's peers 

Ban on the lips of listeners like a hymn 

To holiest Justice. Jury should be 

Of their demands the foremost ; like a gem 

Flashing pure beauty on the rest — Poor fellow t 

Chivalrous barons in brave council sit» 

Passing bright Rhenish round ; and lo t a spy 

Reports the immethodical rude strength. 

In which enthusiasm breathes living soul, 

With soul's synthetic reasoning measuring 

By will and purpose the right conquering strength. 

And so the resolution to cut down 

With merciless contempt of human law. 
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Ja, for a pinident lie, hj dtaiteoraft dhanged. 
The jury is decreed ; the oorv^ quashed. 
These peasants dubbed right reasonable men, 
The treaty signed ;; to Satan given to bind 
Credtilit j's weak eyes ; and barons' sword 
Bites like a bloodhound at its flying heels. 

That Liar is avenged whom Lttther foiled ; 
A mailed hand lifts the Demon from the ground ; 
Why is this so ? Ask not ; or ask of Time, 
Whose hour-glass is a mydtery ; whose sand 
Thickens all sight, save of prophetic eyes. 

While Truth sheds comfort on dejected hearts, 

Falsehood through lofty places ruling flies. 

A Pope anoints the perjury of a king I 

For Adrian frees French Francis from the oath 

Which oped Madrid to him at Favia struck. 

The Pope lind Falsehood loose war's plagues again. 

Ha ! Betribution promptly follows here. 

Would I had not such retribution seen I 

Angelo's tower a prisoner holds, and he 

Is Adrian, the oath-absolving Pope. 

Three mercenary armies sack old. Borne ; 

A triple-headed Cerberus roams free^ 

With plunder gorged, with gloated eye of lust. 

And reeling drunk with sacramental wine ; 

While the.dog«master traitor* Bourbon, lie^ 
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A ladder's rung, o'er which barbarians scale 
To desecration^ shaking hell with joj* 

Back to the land of Germany, for there, 

Above man's crimes, Hope's human landmarks rise 

The patriots Hutten, Sickingen, and Goetz — 

Great hearts, which stormy sunset's flame sublime 

Do swathe with soft rich beauty ; e'en as trees 

More soothing seem in that portentous hour 

That lustres o'er their luxury of green. 

And on unto Helvetia, land of lake. 

Of mountain, and of flood ; where Liberty, 

By stalwart children of lone feelings loved. 

Sits on the rock immovable ; where falls 

The torrent irresistible — great types 

Of passive might and active aspect they ; 

Of might on which assault drops weak as hail ; 

Of vivid might, o'erwhelming as a god* 

Bom of embraces of heav'n's thundercloud, 

With earth.o'erlooking peak of stainless snow. 

Reform makes home in that congenial land 

Of public freedom and of moral lives. 

The Alps looked on the fight by Cappel's lake, 
A holy inspiration to the one, 
A frown unto the other. Zurich's waters 
Bore messages to anxious women, left 
With infants at the breast in Zurich town. 
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Groans of the wounded, mingled with the cheers 
Of victors, blent in music made by war. 
Softened and sweetened on the water's path -— < 
Now thrilling wails of an ascending soul, 
And now a Jbugle^ with its mirth subdued 
To a glad voice an angel might have spoke 
To these poor watching mothers. All the while 
The sympathising Alps glowed signals, readj 
And truly read, by love's exalted eyes, 
Is it a field of roses all aflame 
This flush of sunset upon Alpine top? 
Yea» heav'n hath lighted up with sacred fire 
Alps' most stupendous altar. Victory 
Shines from the mountains to repeating lake, 
And looks into the watchers' tears with lights 

The herald from the field, e'er he can speak 
Anticipated tidings, is embraced. 
A glowing finger wrote athwart the skies 
Whispered a voice to water and the air. 
All that his own triumphantly confirms. 

A great good man is lost unto the cause 

His arm sustained ! Ye mourners, say not lost — 

A great good cause triumphant, when the man 

Falls in the hour of final triumph, seems 

To balance by his loss the work achieved ; 

His loss a blank of darkness ; a quench'd sun 



ltd AN HOUB AGfO; 

Failing a widowed world. Zwingle fallen I 
For dutjy death i' the ranks the pastor braved, 
With salve for wounds, and prayers for dying men. 
Life saved he where he might, or saved he sooL 
Wounded he lies, and fatal is the wound ; 
A martjr-hero he — 'mongst heroes first 
Blest be the cause which can such virtues show! 
Sacred the victory so crowned ! O ! Luther I 
Fain would I bring these tidings to thine ear. 

Ah me ! I do forget how, in yon world, 
The hours roll slowly, clogged with weary work ; 
How since one heavenly minute sang its note 
Li the eternal concert, earth's years had 
Deepened cheeks' Arrowed channels for hot tears. 

Luther I see no more, the once proud man 
Who potentates of lower worlds defied: 
But leaning his sad forehead on the shoulder 
Of a dear, wise, and sympathising friend, 
The gentle scholar, the sweet, grave Melancthon. 
His daughter Magdalen lay sick to death, 
His poor wife Catherine required his help. 
And he clung to Melancthon for support ; 
As mighty ruin, once a fortress, sighs 
Within green ivy's tender twining clasp^ 
Binding it round with strength against the storm. 




OB, TIHE IS DBEAMLAND. Ill 

LUTHER. 

I fear that onr poor little Magdalen 
Is. sinking fast 

MELAKCTHOK. 

Sinking to rise. 

LUTHEB. 

Oh! true; 
Tet will the wretched flesh man overcome. 
Thou hadst a dream, mj Catherine. Tell it him ; 
Philip Melancthon can interpret dreams 
Which come from Him who squandereth no power. 
And lets no means be wasted for our good. 
Sleep tunes discordant spirits for the morning ; 
That as the body, so the soul refreshed, 
May wake with all good chances on its side 
Against the perils of another day ; 
All helps we need. And now, dear wife, the dream. 

CATHERINE. 

Methought that Magdalen, in her little room. 
Was teaching John to sing a pious psalm. 
She, childlike, at his blunders would break out 
In pretty pouts of scolding laughter, then 
To more accustomed seriousness relapse. 
Sounded her voice with sweetliness beyond 
Its natural sweetness ; and whilst listening, 
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And with a wandering mind, o*er manj things, 
Thinking, for instance, were she six years older, 
What beauteous bride she*d make, and how content 
Would I and Martin be that we might leave. 
From cares relieved, the world at any time 
On Magdalen's account ; when lo ! two youths, 
Both of exceeding, oh ! surpassing beauty. 
Before me stood. They told me they were come, 
Ambassadors from an all-powerful Prince, 
To claim the hand of Magdalen. What's strange ; 
It seemed to me quite natural a prince 
Should ask the hand of Magdalen. A call 
From her sick-bed, alas I dissolved the dream. 

MELAKCTHON. 

The youths were angels, Catherine— were angels! 
Thy Magdalen puts her wedding garment on 
To meet the Bridegroom in eternal joy. 

CATHEBINE. 

We are to lose our Magdalen, then ? 

MELANCTHON. 

A loss 
By which Heaven gains cannot be called a loss. 
Take comfort, Catherine. Were Adam's children 
Fit all to die as is our Magdalen, 
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How blessed would become our sinful eaxth ! 
A Paradise renewed ; a better Eden; 
With Death a blessed angel, telling each 
His happj turn had come to enter bliss. 

LUTHER. 

Sweet Magdalen is wiser than are we. 
I asked her as I knelt beside her bed 
If she would like to go to Grod, or tarry 
With her poor parents yet a little while ; 
And her reply was, — As it pleaseth God. 
Out of the mouths of babes He teacheth us. 
This sainted child reproves rebellious griefs ; 
She utters wisdom to our dullard ears. 
As it pleaseth — oh, as it pleaseth God ! 

MELANCTHON. 

Amen, amen. O ! Catherine, say Amen. 

She did not say amen : the mother's love 
Devoured resignation : she would not 
Speak the surrender, as it seemed to her, 
Of her heart holding root, and yet she feared 
Refusal, lest profane. Conscience and heart 
Warred fearfully within the mother's breast. 
She heard, or thought she heard, her child's voice call; 
Seized the excuse for silence, and then fled. 
Sadly Melancthon added — No amen ! 

I 
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Martin, thou needest twofold resignation 
For her and thee. Marriage hath its sorrow. 

LUTHEB. 

Sorrow sweet mixed, this world hath not the like ; 
Home sorrows tenderly do freshen love, 
Whilst worldly sorrows sharply sting the heart 
And madden it to sin. I dread the world. 
It is so dead and deaf and blind to truth. 
There is small hope for it ; the more it lives 
The longer evil reigns. Would 'twere ended, 
And sin and suffering cut short at once. 

MELANCTHON. 

With patience we must strive, e'en to the end, 
Nor question uselessly why thus the world ; 
Trusting, that in good time, if we so merit, 
And comprehensive faculties bestowed 
Fitting to understand, all be revealed. 

LUTHER. 

Well dost thou speak, dear Philip — ay, right well ; 

I, the rude pioneer of this great work. 

Acknowledge thee, the perfect architect. 

Out of whose learned and clear judging mind, 

Regular temper, mild, enduring zeal. 

Shall rise Reform most stately from her rock. 

Immortal as her base. When thou speakest, 
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Each word reveals thy character of mindy 
As rays descend with images of suns, 
Presenting thee in wholeness of great light, 
And making radiant all of truth thj path. 

MSLANCTHOK. 

Each worker works according to his way, 
And with the means allotted from on high, 
Taking no merit, but according all 
To the All-Giver. 'Tis plain my qualities, 
Whate'er they be, would ne'er have made of me 
A battling Luther, 'fore whose trenchant zeal 
Fell every obstacle to light and heat, 
Leaving the seedsman with his two hands free 
To sow broad cast in well reclaimed ground. 
Many may share the honours of these times. 
But of these many men, how good soe'er. 
Some would in secrecy have mourned ; others 
Hinted but faults and falsehoods timidly, 
Hadst thou not hurled this fire to the soul 
Which kindles speculation into act, 
Making men. do according as they think. 
By giving unto reason for support 
A holier enthusiasm. 

LUTHER. 

I confess. 

That when a truth fell clearly on my soul, 

I 2 
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I ever hastened to impart it, friend. 
With that unconscious rashness of a child 
Which, in its guileless hardihood, expects 
No chill repulse. 

MELANCTHON. 

Well hast thou done thj duty. 
Thou in thj years art like a new-reaped field, 
Which, with its cone of golden product crowned, 
And shaven stubble, smiles in Autumn eve. 

LUTUEB. 

Rather behold yon piles of smouldering weeds 
Painfully gathered from encumbered ground ; 
They send up clouds of smoke as offerings, 
Rudely rejected by Autumnal winds. 
How dost thou read that parable, dear Philip ! 

MELANCTHON. 

That man, condemned to ceaseless labour, must 
Even from evil, good's companion, make 
Fresh nutriment for food. Dear brother, why. 
Why should'st thou feel cast down, because His law, 
Eternal test and temperer of hearts. 
Demands this wholesome energy of strife 
With nature, with one's fellows, and with self? 

LTJTHEB. 

Why should anointing of man's eyes but give, 
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With clearer insight to the will of Heayen, 
Intenser aptitude for evil deeds ? 
This holy freedom preached to waken'd men 
Hath turned to wicked spilling of men's blood ; 
Our rapturous hymns, our glorifying psalms. 
Have raised them up no higher than the clouds. 
Intoxicated mystics, void of shame, 
Have in some horrid medley of all things 
So good and bad confounded, that freed men. 
Provoking painful laughter, have become 
Th' unpitied victims of despising tyrants ; 
Their arms implored by better men 'gainst deeds 
Whose unintelligent confusion's feared 
More than lords' regulated scorn of right ; 
And Martin Luther's told — Lo ! this thy work ! 

MELANGTHON. 

The passions, Martin, cling to best as worst. 
Had passions not religion to abuse, 
They would fall foul of something dear to us 
Which piety protects. 

LUTHER. 

Alas ! too true. 

HELANCTHON. 

Whilst I would not encourage human pride, 

I must not leave thee to thyself unjust. 

I 3 
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Thou our old Saxony personified ; 

Free race that bound itself hj free-made law, 

Crowned woman ruling queen of each man king 

In their religious sanctuary-home. 

Oh ! Saxon genius that bent forest trees 

To overarching roof, perspective aisles, 

And learned from nature how to raise the pile 

For worship worthiest True Saxon thou ! 

Thy speech is of cathedral character, 

Rich and grotesque and solemn, soft and quaint. 

Mark how around tall pillars, capitals. 

And sculptured friezes marvellously wrought, 

Birds, animals of strange design and queer. 

Squirrels nut feeding, or the unclean hog 

Screaming in gripe of dream-imagined imp. 

Terrific personations of foul lusts, 

Or fancies bitterly satirical, 

Do serve for ornament. Regard above ! 

Windows, enriched with storied panes, arrest 

The golden current of untempered light. 

To let it rain in streaks of holy colour, 

As shook from wings spread over worshippers. 

And all the while sweet choral voices thrill 

Through fallings of the organ's storm sublime ; 

And this cathedral-mingling doth show forth 

The many marks of Saxon heart and thine. 

LUTHEB. 

Thou art a comforter, and eloquent ! 
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BfELANCTHON. 

Eloquent I Why, th j sentences unmanacled, 
And free from tortaous meshes of tlie schools, 
Fall in their unsophisticated strength, 
With pregnancy of sweet suggestive thoughts, 
On hearts made wise. Thy sayings noted down 
By loving pupils, by disciples garnered, 
Will drear sententiousness of schools outlive. 

LUTHEB. 

Ah ! Philip. Brother, praise from thee brings tears. 

MELANCTHOK. 

Thy brother speaks for thy encouragement, 
Ofi^ring the weak staff of a less moved mind 
To a gigantic heart, that only shakes^ 
From over put forth strength. 

LUTHEB. 

My strength is gone. 
If Catherine and the children were at ease, 
How gladly would I take poor Magdalen's place! 
Hark ! Catherine calls me with a voice of love ; 
The struggle's over — the Lord's will be done I 
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Whilst low a lily lay rained on by tears, 

Which could no freshness give to mortal mould| 

Rose like the lily of the sky, a star, 

And favoured thrice the angel to whose breast 

That soul of perfumed lambency. was given 

To perfect it in knowledge all through love. 

As one whose wakening eye, when smote by light. 

Amidst a galaxy of pleasant eyes 

Looks round confounded, thinking 'tis a dream, 

So Magdalen did question Amiel, 

" Is not this surely heaven ? '* nor reply, 

Was by discernment immortal needed. 

She sat in quiet ecstacy awhile 

On Amiel's knee, as I a field have seen 

Spread to the silent summer day its lap. 

Imbibing the bright richness of calm skies. 

" Well this is peace," she said, with a great sigh. 

That threw the last of mortal life on joy. 

And she hung down her head as she would weep 

For very happiness, then seemed to learn 

That she was changed, and changing more to one 

Of human weakness freed. ^* Ah ! may I not," 

Asked she of Amiel, with beseeching smile, 

" To my bereaved mother bear a sign ? " 

" For how long would'st thou stay," the angel said. 
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** Till we shall be united evermore." 

" And would'st thou heaven quit e'en for awhile 
To float again in earth's chill atmosphere ? " 

" One beam of Heaven, borne in my cheered heart, 
Would guide my spirit to earth's final day." 

" Spirits in contact with yon world do share 
The pangs, the passions, angers, joys of those 
Whose interests they stoop to, and with whom 
They operate : such spirits act mean things." 

^' Around her mother Magdalen would float 
Warding all evil off"." 

" A great bad power. 
E'en Satan, would torment thyself and her ; 
Perplex her with suggestions, make her doubt, 
And if not her, why those her neighbours, friends. 
Her sanity of mind." 

" A moment only ! " 

" Behold her where she kneels. What seest thou ? " 

" Something which mortal language would call light, 
But which to me is atmosphere of power;- 
Yet happy seems she not." 
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" Better — she's strong. 
Strength is a better gift — 'tis happiness, 
Though of another kin<L Dost thou not see 
How, from the shadow of His hand, the false one 
Shrinks louringly, and leaves her soul at peace ? 
Conld'st ihovL do better, Magdalena? Silent ! 
I will not press this lesson further. Know, 
To Amiel 'tis vouchsafed to train thy soul, 
Bj teaching and preparing for the school 
Where thou hast much to learn." 

" How much ? how long ? " 

** For ever — and for ever. Recollect 

The starry night thy father led thee forth 

And lessoned thee about these glorious orbs. 

To aid thy comprehension, he did first 

Point to the Wain, define the glittering plough. 

Explain the milky way and polar star : 

To thee still asking, ' and beyond what shines ? ' 

He, powerless to fix limits, did reveal —> 

E'en unto thee, a child — infinitude : 

For clear beyond unanswered * next, what next ? ' 

Demons trant spoke infinitude's reply. 

What was the lesson then these countless worlds 

Taught him, thy father, e'er he taught it thee ? " 

'' Letters are they, an alphabet of signs. 

With which to spell the Maker's nameless name." 
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" Well I I have visited some countless worlds. 

Seen their yariety — no two alike. 

No more than human faces, or tree leaves ; 

And have not read a page of the great book, 

And am not tired or sated — naj, more fresh. 

For heaven's knowledge is heaven's food, dear child/' 

" And thou canst stoop to creeping things of earth." 

" There is no stooping. Our ejes see all things 
In separate distinctness, and as whole, 
And with an understanding infinite ; 
And as our understanding, so our love ; 
And as our love, our wonder at His works. 
Till all our feelings are in worship lost ! 
Thou art to me appointed, I thj guide. 
The worlds which I have trod, I tread again 
With thee for pupil, seeing through thine eyes. 
As parents on the earth, through children, see. 
With their own feelings blooming new again. 
Scenes which familiarity had faded : 
And as loved children, SLg&d cares repay 
With loan of their young senses, and with joys 
Against their hopes renewed; so you pay me 
With wonderment and raptures, fresh'ning mine 
With scents of spring upon their wealthy ripeness. 
And now, before we cleave celestial way, 
I bid thee- take one glance with human eyes. 
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And be thj spirit moved at Eisenach, 
Thy father and thy mother gaze like thee." 

^ My human feelings beat." 

" And ever will ; 
Those best, for they are radimental too ; 
Beginning upon earth to ripe in heaven.^ 

" Where are my parents ? " 

" Yonder church behold : 
And in that church a tomb, and musing there 
A wondering man, a mighty one of earth, 
A potentate — Charles the Fifth — emperor ; 
The subtle statesman, dreadful conqueror. 
Hath shut himself within yon little church. 
Which ashes holds of greater one than he. 
Hear his apostrophe to Luther's shade : " — 



" Well, I have stormed and taken Wittemberg, 
Defended by that woman, Sybilla — 
Heroic woman, Sybilla of Cleves. 
Women and priests have baffted Charles, more 
Than rival kings, or men of state, or war. 
Both are believers in soul power, I ween — 
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And with the passions of the soul sweep down 
Politic arts and the rude strength of arms. 
How pleasant is tranquillity, how sweet 
This nook of quiet : my own feet I hear 
Dabbling 'mongst echoes like a child's in water ; 
The roaring din of the brute world's shut out, 
With its sharp vexing dissonance of sound ; 
And here a fulness of soul-sweUing peace. 
How I should like to end life's journey thus! 
This is a simple unadorned church, 
And this inscription plain — 'tis Luther's tomb. 
The words spoke in this church by him, now dust^ 
Have raised a rival power by my side, 
Mayhap, than mine own greater ! 

« Charles the Fifth ! 
Supremest ruler living on this earth ; 
Emperor leading even the pope in triumph ; 
Vanquisher of great Sultan Solyman ; 
Charles, who bowed down the old Castilian pride ; 
Who smote the saucy civic scorn of Flanders ; 
Who swept along the tempest-guarded shore 
Of pirate -nested Afric, and set free 
The Christian captives ; took Francis prisoner. 
And played with England's haughty Harry's will; — 
This Charles doth ask a dead apostate monk. 
Art thou or he henceforth to rule this world. 
The new as well as old? Answer me, dust! 
Is thy dead pen my living sceptre worth ? 
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Discowled ColnmbiUy is Uiis new-foimd gospel 
More fall of treasure than mj Mexic rnines^ 
And richer than the wealth of all Pern? 

^'Fredmck, the sage, so-called, refused the crc 
The imperial legacy of Charlemagne ; 
Sage Frederick protected Luther. He 
To Luther^s principles conformed, and so 
The consequence, this spuming of a crown 
By Harrj coveted, bj Francis sought : 
Harry and Francis now as Luther — dust. 
Both how unlike this Luther in their dying. 
How shall / end my days. Like Francis — What 
By self-indulgence, prematurely slidn ? 
Like Harry, the wife murderer ? Still worse — 
Or Solyman, who gave his son to death 
To please a concubine's ambition. Bah ! 
These are earth's potentates. — Oh 1 brave Luthe 
As Alexander to the cynic said, 
I would be thou — were I not Alexander — 
Apart thy heresies." 

O'er his face stole 
The weak light of a pleasant fancy, leading 
The shadowy train of gentle reverie ; 
And he, with head resting on hand, sat down. 
That solitary twilight hour in church 
Belonged to Truth, who, when she calls the past 
With firm, full presentation to the mind, 
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Clothes it in soft regrets which nourish hopes 
Of reparative deeds, thenceforth to come. 
It was that blessed moment, and so rare. 
When the bright side of inward being turns 
Clear to self-contemplating eye, and one 
Thinks, feels, beholds, beyond expression's power. 
Then from his mother's touch, Antieus rises — 
His mother heaven, and not the fabled earth, 
Refreshed in soul. Alas ! the falterer. 
E'er his first step in the new path is struck, 
If by a prickle tickled in the foot. 
Wastes strength in anger like a fretful child. 

Ah ! profit by the time, thou gentle Truth, 
Now shedding thy sweet dew of pensiveness, 
With fertile healing on a heart half starved 
Midst Midas' wealth, for lack of human love. 
Thy counterfeit is watching at the door. 
To plunge her victim, issuing to the world. 
In passions, cares, temptations once again. 
Her hand is ready to make crooked shapes 
Of resolution for calm holy rest 
A monastery waits the monarch, where, 
For payment of some ceremonial dues, 
The abdicated king may feed and drink, 
And contemplate and pray, and body nurse 
At no soul peril, while his subtle brain 
Watches and guides, with unsuspected giiile, 
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That steady quenchless fire of bigot hate 
Which burns in his son Philip's heart of bronze. 
Well ! 'twixt the agitations of his reign. 
And mummeries sincere enough to veil 
His own hypocrisies from his own eyes, 
A moment of redemptive light was given. 
Charles, the revelation felt, and ere 
Its influence had vanished, Luther blest. 
Requkscat in pace ! No prayer is lost. 

Mine eyes sought Magdalen and Amiel, 
And saw them fleeting as I 've seen sun rays 
Now pencilling with slender dart, and now 
Backward absorbed into the source of light.^- 



It is Greneva, but I do not see 

The Alps or Leman's lake. I see a man 

Of intellect to dwarf the loftiest range. 

And soul capacious more than ocean-bed 

But one who with his nature falsely deals, 

Through error which the greatness of his mind 

Lights to sublimity — a giant cloud. 

From Gaul he comes, that keen inquiring land. 

Where subtle analysing logic, like 

A fervid stern anatomiser seeks, 

With such intrepid steel, the source of life. 



V 
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That life escapes to leave at the path's end, 

Lustrous with light of science, a life-blank — 

A pierceless chasm of baffling ignorance ! 

As Luther personated Saxon land, 

So thou John Calvin art the reasoning Gaul. 

If man were pure intelligence, then, thou 

Would'st be of all mankind the greatest, first, 

As in thy waj of life, thou art the best. 

Truly hast thou rebellious flesh subdued 

Unto the glorious spirit ; the appetites. 

Like throttled dogs, lie trophies at thy feet; 

Yea, innocent inclinations to indulge. 

With singing birds, and horse, whose hoof springs 

wild 
From fresh elastic sod ; and with fair swans. 
Their necks in pride of profuse beauty arched ; 
Such simple sympathies are all held vain t 
And flow'rs, though purposely with colours glow- 
ing, 
And charged with scents by Him who colours gave. 

Gentle contributors to joy, these must 

With crushing clasp of killing scorn be crushed. 

Music and dance and wine, and smiles and sighs. 

The reverend magistrate, with whip and key, 

From theocratic ruled Geneva drives. 

Or triple lock bars down. One door, his church, 

Stands ever ope, and not invitingly ; 

K 
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For he who will not enter there is marked 
For sinning 'gainst his pastor, who is law. 

Emotion is no handmaid of his mind — 
He preaches not to move, but to convince; 
His speech is to the reason, not the heart ; 
His ministering angels — awe and fear* 
His Maker is a mind whose thought is will. 
Whose boundless sight is infinite decree ; 
Reason, decree, and will, become the rule 
Of one who reasons, wills, decrees, that so 
The heavenly Father must by reason be. 
Woe then to him who will not reason hear. 
For he who shuts his ear against proved truth 
Is held not innocent ; a hardened man. 
And meriting, for obstinacy, death. 
No mercy in the sight of him who taught 
A merciless abyss of quenchless fire 
For all except the pre-ordained elect. 

The Evil One whom Luther vanquished quite. 
Vanquished with whole true armoury of man — . 
The troubled heart, the sense of weakness sweet 
Which prostrates man a child before his God, 
And reason, love inspired, and vigorous hate 
For every marring foulness — even Satan, 
Mighty logician, master spirit, he 
In yon dim lighted chamber sits at ease, 
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Foretaste of heU preparing on the earth $ 

For pre-ordained Servetus shall be btimed 

To-morrow morning by decree and will, 

And rigid rules of flawless reasoning I 

He hath put on the prosecutor's gown ; 

Clothed in the lawyer's robe he sits disguised, 

And thus with flattering guile the false one speaks : — 

*' Oh ! thou whose little spark of light, enclosed 

In mortal body, hath the measure ta'en 

Of Him, the infinite, omnipotent^ 

The omnipresent God — I bow to thee ! 

If not for thee how could weak man have known 

How He who from beginning of all time, 

Which no beginning hath, arranged the end, 

Where end, like to beginning, there is none," 

" Omnipotency cannot be o'er-ruled, 
Omnisciency knows no defect of sight. 
Will cannot be directed by blind chance ; 
What has been, and what is, and what shall be, 
Is as he willed, and set in frame of law. 
Our duty is to seek and know that will. 
As written in his word conform with reason. 
And when that will we know, to smite, chastise 
Blasphemers where there's hope, and when no hope 
Of reformation, ill example crush, 
To kindly save from being led astray 
The stumbling and the weak." 
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*' Thine enemies 
Falselj accuse thee of two fancied sins 
Of pride and persecution/' 



" Let them prove.** 
Precisely what I answer : let them prove." 



« 



" K satisfied to know the truth, be pride, 
And His law to maintain by all right means. 
Be persecution, then I guilty am.** 

" They say, thine enemies of whom I speak, 

That thou art not sincere against Servetus : 

That having struck his eyes with wholesome fright. 

Thou wilt, the moment when all stand agape 

With tingling chills of horror, set him free 

For sake of admiration, and acclaim 

Of thy great charity." 

" So satisfy 
This wrong imputed pride ! They know me not !" 

" They say, thine enemies, those foes of truth. 
If he be guilty, alike guilty thou 4 
The difference being simply of degree. 
He made his reason measure, too, of God, 
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He following tbe rules : Omnipotence, 
Omniscience infinite — infinite 
Beyond thee steps to perfect Unity." 

<' So abstract reason says, if left to self, 
Without authority of written law 
And revelation holy." 

" He owns law. 
To revelation bows, and he affirms 
*Tis subject of interpretation all." 

" Interpretation false is heresy. 

'Tis not with reason we interpret, 'tis 

With spirit, and when that is clouded, we, 

On bended knees, for more light pray and wait." 

" So I, by thee instructed, argued too. 
He on his trial answered with demand -— 
What dost thou know of spirit, that it is 
Or may be clearer reason ? " 

^* Reason, friend, 
Perceives no more than that, the law is law. 
To which obedience perfect is right due. 
At peril of death here ; of the hereafter 
Let us not speaL" 
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^ E'en 80 1 answered him. 
And execution claimed in name of law.** 

'' Thine enemies — " 



^'Mine enemies again; 
What more say they ? ** 



** Then canst not roles prescribe^ 
Limiting reason which shall bind all men : 
That, as one like Servetos steps beyond 
The circle of thy reason-settled law 
In questions theological, so some 
Will to the test of abstract reason bring 
Social conditions, and deny the right 
Factitiously set up by wealthy few 
To detriment of many. How answer ? " 

" With stake and rope and sword. And do th^ think 

Society shall into chaos fall? 

What! naked selfishness be reason named. 

Fair industry become the prey of sloth. 

And lawless yices revel in swift ruin 

Amidst disorder's wreck? They are mistaken.** 

** They say, thine enemies, theology 
Should by mild toleration tempered be. 
Thine enemies uphold, that social rights 
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Should not be more enforced than appertains 
To tenderness considerate.'' 

" So we, 
Yielding to weakness of the heart, might saj : 
Rising with reason and with law in hand, 
And by the spirit 'lumined, tmth shines clear: 
Purity of faith, purity of life. 
Must be preserved, if needs, by burning fire ; 
All compromise is fatal unto virtue* 
Thou tongue of hardened heresy be stopped ! 
Pleasures, precursors of the vices, whipped ! 
No relaxation from the toils of life. 
Save in the exaltation of the soul 
The toils of life beyond in praise and prayer.'* 

" It is sublime ! " 

" What one may practise, one — 
All may perform, and failing be coerced.** 

** Thine enemies calumniate thee when 
They say thou shrinkest from thine own decree, 
Touching the condemnation of Servetus. 
Shall he not surely die ? " 

" Surely he shaUL" 
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" The prosecutor leaves thee comforted.** 

*^ Who enters now ? Sebastian Ch&tellon ! 
Even he whom formerly I banished, 
For truth's sake, from Geneva." 

*' Castalio 
I now am called (answered in accents sweet 
The man of open brow and fervid eye). 
It happened thus — one day I raptured spoke 
My feelings on Rhine's bank, in verse inspired, 
When a voice, musical as choral echoes, 
A voice to bid vexed seas be still, declared 
Castalio my name." 

CALVIN. 

How livest thou ? 

CASTALIO. 

Well, as a scholar, loving nought like books. 

Can with eight children and a wife subsist 

When the Greek lesson's o'er, and school-class closed, 

The garden tended, and roots raised for food^ 

I take my rod and line, nor leave my book; 

And if not always with full net return, 

The head and heart are better for the reading 

And the suggested musing. In wild nights 

Winds blow not ill for the poor ones who need 
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Fuel hearth-comforting* Brave boist'rous winds 
Which toss high Jura's mane of surging pines 
Bethink them of the cottage walls fchej rock, 
And 80 they snap and rend branch after branch, 
Which floods, like foaming coursers, bear to Rhine^ 
For children of Castalio to coUect, 
And his, Castalio's, hand to clip and shape. 
The day that's weU begun is happy day. 

CALVIN. 

Would I could serve thee, poor Castalio ! 
Still must not pity weaken principle ? 
How stands with thee that serious argument^ 
Which, to my heart's affliction, ended in 
Thy necessary banishment ? Answer, 
And answer frankly, that all yet be well, 

CASTALIO. 

Frankly ! Castalio is still unconcerned ; 

It is his hapless nature to expand 

Above the circle of dogmatic rule 

Which aches Imagination's fretting wings. 

Beyond your little bit of dry-shaped truth 

There seetns impenetrable mystery, 

And .a great light the gleaming dim behind; 

Though some, confounded on the brink of dawn. 

Amazed fall 'fore monstrous shapes, and bring 
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More monstrooB sacrifice to reeking altars. 
To monstrous idols and to temples hnge ; 
And others force their waj to loyelier forms. 
In clearer light made manifest ; jet all 
Hnmanitj progressiye rising is 
Towards the haven where its joomej ends. 

CALTIN. 

Art then bethinking thee of a new creed ? 

CASTALIO. 

There is no name of creed or anti-creed 

Will salt a spirit that embraces all ; 

Seeing in each corrective strength of good. 

God limits reas(m's range, lest man, o'er yain. 

To reason sacrifice the happier gift 

In wider afflaence poured — the human love 

By which all social ties are gently held, 

Wife^ husband, parent, brother, child, and friend : 

Expanding, too, from neighbourhood to land ; 

From country to the universe ; from earth 

To no chill admiration of the stars ; 

But to a loving of ihe living fount 

Of Maker's love, as wondrous as his works ! 

This love is then my creed — my creedless creed. 

Which utmost effort of my will doth fail 

To bend to articles symmetricaL** 
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€ALVIN. 

But holiness, like every beauty, needs 
The perfectness of order. 

CASTALIO. 

A true rule, 
But 'mongst this great variety of men 
There will be some unto themselves a law. 

CALVIN. 

Such is the language of man's sinful pride, 
Raising his personality beyond 
Heligion taught of God ; also beware 
Lest o'er indulged sentiment become, 
Like sophistry to reason, a heart-snare. 

CASTALIO. 

The truly questioned heart can ne'er deceive ; 
For on the heart is writ God's law in love. 
The solver of all sophistries — great love. 
Tenanting lowliest heart, this teacher, love. 
Exalts it over loftiest head, and shows 
That demonstration clear, by heart unfed. 
Is the cold clay, which Jesus' spittle wants 
For the anointing of our blinded eyes. 

CALVIN. 

Is Calvin wanting in Christ's love, Castalio ? 
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CASTALIO. 

Is difference of opinion to be closed 

Bj condemnation unto death by fire ? 

By cruel practice crueller grows the heart. 

Thou didst begin with banishment — for me 

Thou banished for a difference ; and now 

The same offence hath capital become. 

Would that my speech could rescue perilled fame^ 

Thou mighty man of God, thou sent of Heaven, 

Bright ornament of man and light of Church, 

Whose holy influence corruption saves 

As by the spice of frankincense, whose power 

Would as immortal as a spirit's prove, 

And as an angel's holy, if this taint 

Of heart-perverting, mind-beclouding error 

Could be exposed to thee, by my rich zeal, 

Filling with worth my poverty of words. 

I love thee, great John Calvin, great and good ; 

I come to prove my love, if needs, with life, 

CALVIN. 

Thou hast my blessing, dear, confiding son. 

CASTALIO. 

No blessing yet ; a blessing barren falls 
From lips which dare not say, " To others do 
As I would others unto me," 
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OALYlNf 

Let US praj 
The pi^ajer taught bj the all-atoning Son — » 
" Our trespasses forgive." 

GASTALIO. 

As we forgive 
Senretus ! 

CALVIN. 

He's a rotten branch condemned* 

CASTALIO. 

Bj what tribunal ? one of erring men. 
Condemning for opinion, not for act. 
Opinion ! that most fluctuating thing, 
Which varies with each generation's change ; 
With clime, with country, race, and with degree ; 
With youth, with manhood, sickness, age, and health ; 
With riches, poverty, reverse of state ; 
Depending on the temper, or the food, 
On lack and plenty, on the point of view, 
Lighting or darkening aspects — yea^ and more ; 
Men live in doubting each the other's sense. 
Neighbours' opinions treating with distrust, 
Whether of books, of arts, of politics, 
Or of their fellow men — no matter what. 
We doubt not of our neighbour's health or strength, 
His honesty, his goodness, or his morals ; 
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AHow him best intentioiis : but when comes 

The question of opinion, judgment, sense, 

Oh ! then we one and all, with Umgh or sneer. 

Or kindly shake of head, or bare contempt^ 

After the measure of onr own conceit, 

Mingling with best and pnrest^ do pronounce 

Our brave, dear friend a fool ! Yet one can bum 

A fallible fellow-creature just for that — 

A false opinion : not so much — a change 

From what 'twas jesterdaj ; an interval 

Betwixt that change and changes jet to come. 

A change to-morrow, next daj, or next week ; 

A month, a jear ; a change determined oft 

Bj earnest gentle teaching, or bj word 

Dropped in suggestively to work its waj. 

By hardening menace never. Who the brand 

Puts forth to light the pile ? E'en he, the man 

Whose word hath shaken Rome's authority 

O'er conscience and o'er reason ; laughed to scorn 

Infallible pretences : even he 

Dark cloaks the purity of faith reformed 

With Home's politic vestments ; steals from her 

Inquisitorial judgments, stakes, and fires. 

Oh ! fatal inconsistency ; oh ! crime ; 

What devil stealing in the dead of night, 

While slept the Sower, strewed the choking tares? 

What poisonous parasite invades the vine ? 

And is the promise of the vintage lost? 
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CALVIN. 

Let US, dear son, now disengage the truth 

From tangled mixture with most specious error. 

Fragile is man's opinion : jea, His so ; 

And such fragility it is which makes 

Most needful the authority of law. 

The question, therefore,, where should law be found ? 

In the inspired volume ? or the councils 

Of men, each fallible bj self? ciphers, 

Whose aggregate can make no sum. Once found 

This stable rock of maxim and of law, 

Let it be sacred held as holy ground 

On which our faith we fix. He who, with hand 

Of profanation rude, the tie dissevers, 

Lets loose the rudderless mind to wind and tide. 

And is the author of confusion. He 

Shall surely die the death. 

CASTALIO. 

Blood calls for blood* 
The worst examples of the great, surprised 
Out of their better natures, are, alas ! 
The easiest to imitate ; they speak 
With voice of approbation to the gross, 
Who try, by semblance rude of coarser parts, 
To parody the model ; so expose 
Original by imitative vice. 
The consequence survives the crime. Oh ! friend. 
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Oht ibiiher, great and good ; oh! prophet — sagt 
Exert thy matchless analysing skill 
To find in what coiled weakness lay concealed ; 
What weakness of a fear not to seem weak ; 
Wliat snbtle fold of pride the tempter found 
From which to blar thj conscience, blind thy so 
With deed of cold-shed blood. 



Be calm my sou : 
Repose thee from this fever's hectic flush. 
And I will tend tbee like a gentle nurse. 

CASTALIO. 

How could I sleep, John Calvin, while the flame 
Of yon accnrsed fire insnlts all light, 
Saye of the happy stars, whose turn will come 
To tremble in afiright o'er that black atain 
Which no sweet falling dews shall wash away. 
The sun is taking to himself a shroud, 
By thee supplied, purveyor of the smoke 
That, black'ning heaven, blackens thy fair &me, 
And with a widening blackness covers Truth. 
Can pure Enthusiasm, whose very words 
Are acts of sacrifice, prove less than speech. 
Too oft arrangement set of practised skUl 
Deluding the deluder ? Can this proof 
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Of whole devotedness of purpose show 

Less argumeDt than language of the tongue ! 

Believe me for the danger I have run 

In braving thee, my banisher ; oh, trust 

The hardships of a journey undertaken 

With pilgrim's staff, and without scrip or purse, 

The home left unprotected against wolf 

Of famishing want, and all for sake of thee-^ 

To fling myself to thee a safety-means, 

A worn-out rope, a plank despised, until 

High perils, that make meanest things sublime. 

Do set on it a price. Trust unto me 

To save thee from this danger while there's time. 

CALVIN. 

Speak calmly. 

CAST ALIO. 

And feel coldly, would'st thou say ? 

CALVIN. 

Feel holily : this is a judgment just. 

CASTALIO. 

'Tis done ! 'Tis done ! the cruel act is done — 
I know it by the murmur of the crowd 
Through whose hoarse shaking voice low horror runs. 
Like a death rattle of the throat — the roll 

L 
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Of a crape covered melancholy drum. 
The mission of mj love^ alas I hath failed ; 
Hope bore me onward, and the joj of Truth. 
Back I must go, o'erladen with despair^ 
To seek replenishment of baffled love 
In love's own central circle — the dear home. 

After the generous man John Calvin gazed — 
Grazed tearfully and long. 

Then in my dream 
Methought I gazed upon the smoke that rose, 
The smoke of which thej talked, and lo ! it formed 
A monstrous figure, plain, discernible, 
A demon of proportion, a land's length. 
Passing and brooding over many lands : 
His eyes seemed lightning kindled, and his voice 
Rolled in exulting thunder o'er the plains. 

Nor long his recreant joy o'er good intent 
By evil art to evil purpose led. 
He who had failing proved and fallible 
From overtrusting to his motive's strength, 
And reason's light and sanction of the law. 
Heard 'gainst the natural throbbings of fhe heart. 
Would find and close his armour's crevice ; then 
With blows redoubled Falsehood's realm attack, 
And shake deception's hold to the foundation. 



% 
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O'er empires, kingdoms, principalitiedy 

O'er commonwealtks, o'er cities, rivers, seas, 

Roamed his malignant and sagacious eyes, 

And nowhere saw he rotting sensual peace. 

Scenting voluptuous up to vulture beak. 

Where Rhone meets Sadne, where smiling £ows the 

Loire, 
Where 'mongst her poplar islands silvery Seine 
Embracing, and embracing murmurs on, 
Where the romantic Rhine hails feudal keeps. 
And where broad solemn Danube rolls its waves, 
Or Vistula^ or Volga seek the sea^ 
Through level plains whore herds of horses rush, 
And cavaliers in saucy freedom throne 
Amidst the whirlwind movement of their steeds, — 
There, there, and everywhere the living banks 
Are heaving with the yeastful sacred fire. 

Nor did the marrer brood long o'er his plans : 

The perfectness of devilish way was found 

To turn the virtues 'gainst tbi^mselves : to make 

Impetuous valour in the pitfalt drop 

Of its more headlong zeal; where freedom dwelt, 

To arrogance he'd nettle freeman's pride ; 

Strengthen aristocratic caste, and give 

The hearts of serfs, for birthright, mourning sad ; 

To paralysing whispers of intrigue, 

L 2 
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The freedom-famished children of the soil : 
Will Poland's chivalr j fail in needful hour ? 

Troubled him more, those children of no soil : 
Those dwellers on the sand where dwelt the sea^ 
Now driven back by ramparts raised hj arms 
Whose trophies are the surging witnesses : 
The baffled surges chanting their defeat, 
And asking Heaven admiringly who dare 
Throw chains on those who, ocean conquering 
For freedom, saved a sanctuary won. 

If on the frontier of the North there breathes 

A soul to heave up ramparts 'gainst the sea. 

What strength must gathering in North's mountains 

be? 
Those rocks of central fire, on whose stem face 
Their burning birth is marked, those crag-reared 

pines 
Whose branches hold the music of the winds. 
Whose roots feed not on common food of claj. 
But lurking remnant of volcanic heat, 
And spray of torrents smoking as from fire. 
Truth in these mountain homes of heart intense 
Beams with the fervour of an Arctic sun. 
Whose visit is a summer and a spring 
Hastening into a mellow autumn rich. 
And fruits are garnered with a rapturous love 
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To pampered soils of careless South unknown 
What thej take so — ah I will they not defend? 

He looks towards the West, and bows his head 

In agony of anger. There in front 

Of grand Atlantic majesty is set 

A radiancy of freedom. Britain shines 

A light of promise to the sister lands, 

A citadel, a refuge for the free. 

As clustered round the stolid central weight 
Of Austrian artifice, cold, cruel, dull, 
He counts the palpitating provinces 
Beneath the gaoler of the nations doomed 
To fret their noble hearts, — Vienna prompts 
The kindred tyranny enthroned in Spain, — 
In a vast sweep of wing to Spain he hies. 



Within a darkened room a sick man lies, 

A soldier, and a gallant one was he. 

Whom the sword smote in Pampeluna's breach, 

And left for dead. Life in that heart of fire 

Had so intensely burned ; feeling within 

His manly bosom ever beat so quick ; 

And sympathy to answer sympathy 
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So richlj swifi, that when a gentle breath 

Entered with kindly warmth his pallid lips 

And soft hands swathed his forehead, life re- 

tamed. 
Like tender shoot of green from plant flung waste 
Which the sun-silvered showers bid not perish* 

Passing through shades of death, his trembling soul 
Caught so much of the holiest light beyond 
The solemn sadness of the grave, as showed 
His own career preceding one foul black — 
His hot impetuous youth had wildly plunged 
With thoughtless vehemence in scenes of sin ; 
Which looking back upon, through deeds heroic, 
Sublime, but unatoning, he wept sore. 
Long backward looking suited not his mind, 
Whose life returning, bore him on and on 
To deeds surpassing ordinary power. 
His soldier's heart and soldier's instincts he 
Surrendered unto spiritual dreams. 
Vowing accomplishment by every means. 
Or fair or foul, provided that the end 
Should be attained : a soldier, was not he, 
Practised in stratagem, as soldier should ? 

And was not Loyola of knightly race ? 
Had not Ignatius' ancestors achieved 
Renown immortal in those countless fights. 



^ 
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Crowned with expulsion of the Infidel i 
Had thej not in the gorgeous tournament 
Caught rapturous inspiration from the eyes 
Of ladies fair divinely beaming down 
Moon-heaving power on hearts full swelling tides 
Of valorous strength ? Were no more infidels 
For son to war with, as had warred the sires ? 
Was there no lady to create a cause 
Worthy the soul's ideal ? Dreams he asked 
To show th' unbondaged spirit what the sense 
Defiled with sight of filthy things of earth 
Dared not to look upon. 

Dreams answered him ! 
His hour of imaged death was boundless life ! 
Caught up into the seventh heaven his freed soul 
Listened to mystery of Trinity, 
To angel comprehensions clear revealed ; 
And he did kiss the Saviour's wounds, and fall 
Into incomparable ecstasies. 
He saw the Virgin's feet the moon upon. 
As slipped uncoiled down the serpent bruised. 
While smiled the Mother blandly her behest 
Upon her knight endowed to draw the sword, 
And smite in light or dark the faithless scofier. 
By vigils, and by fastings, and by rites. 
No mortal body to itself left lone 
Could bear and live, his knighthood's worth he proved. 

L 4 
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When rivers' banks grew white, and icicles 

At month of cave stared like a scnll's dead teeth. 

And through the frost-bound lake the moon saw 

blurred 
The image of her beauty fair, no more 
In sackcloth and in ashes went he forth ; 
While such the fervour of his ecstasy 
That down his forehead ran the sweat like one 
Who toils for bread beneath the noonday sun. 

What hath the Evil One to do with him ? 

Cannot such elevated elements 

Make one too perfect for the power of hell ? 

A soldier's heart in which proud honour sat, 

A heart on chivalrous traditions fed. 

Honour and chivalry now both sublimed 

Into celestial flame of holy love. 

And an imagination all divine. 

And sympathies that melt before the Cross, 

Or towards the Virgin Mother burst anew. 

Endowments like to these, do they not scare 

That demon confident^ who at his ear 

Doth inclination fan to visit Rome, 

And lay his virtues at the Pontiff's feet ? 

The voice which hath so often solved my doubts 
Whispers with gentle sternness to my soul, 
Ah ! hast thou not ere this his way discerned. 



OK, TIME IN DREAMLAND. 153 

Father of lies ? When he insinuates, 
Even one perverted principle of truth, 
The virtues all are tainted in man's heart. 

The hero rose, and beautiful he looked 
As 'neath his eye the kingdoms of the world 
Were in a panoramic painting shown 
By him, the tempter, who a talisman 
Insidiously bestowed. The charm was craft ! 
With craft the kingdoms would be won for Christ, 
Who on the mountain saw with other eyes 
The kingdoms, when the tempter he rebuked. 

Pity, pity he should be so deceived ; 
Pity for him, — more pity for mankind. 
Who since the fascinating serpent set 
His eye on Eve, had never peril like. 
And loss of peace, or persecution borne. 
As piety, craft-tainted, now prepares. 

Ignatius feeds his mind on classic feast 
Of ancient learning, — not for his mind's sake, 
But as an instrument with which to bend 
The supple mind of reverential youth. . 
Rejoicing fathers trust to him their boys, 
Nor know the price they pay in manhood lost. 
Mothers, of worldly failings, from the feet 
They would bedew with tears, are gently raised. 
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And bade go forth into the world, provided 
They do return again with flowing tears, 
Bringing their daughters to be moulded in 
Obedience, the great duty which fulfilled 
Converts their frailties into strong alloy. 
To hold the richness of obedience firm. 

Through royal conncil-halls he subtle glides. 
Stealing the ears of monarchs, — bronzing hearts 
'Grainst mercy to dissenting creeds. He stands 
With lurking menace by the papal throne. 
The omnipresent terror of the earth. 

And yet his arms are stretched forth lovingly 
To clasp all ranks and races, high and low. 
Let those beware who spurn the kind embrace. 
Offered with luring smiles to win the brave ; 
And charitable eyes, to charm the good ; 
And menaces askance to fright the weak. 

But mark his zeal ! 'tis grand ; 'tis wonderful ! 

He, barefoot, treads Ind's, Afric's sands and swamps, 

Invoking miracles, and working one. 

The greatest : his endurance more than man's. 

Plague, famine, fever, worse barbarity. 

The conspiration of all mortal terrors. 

Sublimely are encountered and subdued. 

Why fails a conquest wonderfully won ? 
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Ask the barbariaD convert, whose rude sense 
Pierces the pious falsehood : ** that his idols 
Are Christian saints disguised, and the new faith 
His own old superstitions — nothing more.** 
Smart sophistry's a fence-master, whose skill 
Wild sons of nature battle with rude thrust, 
And dash equivocation headlong down. 
The lie detected, fierce the idols rose 
With a terrific hiss of scorn, and cry 
For sacrifice of blood. The well-meant lie. 
Which fierce idolatry shook back, bestained 
The vestment of the missioned Jesuit, 
And martyrdom lost sanctity ! 

At home 
The flame of zeal lost purity each day, 
Fed as it was on savage bigot hate. 
Till Christendom lay wasted. Now behold — 
So spoke the voice — how the vile progeny 
From craft*s embrace with piety betrayed, 
Makes havoc in yon poor world for a time. 



Catherine of Medicis, the queen«mother. 
With Charles, the boy-king, sojourn at Bayonne ; 
The Duke of Alva, sent by Philip, comes 
With courteous greeting to their majesties, 
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Whose presence on his kingdom's border sheds 
A gracious light upon his land of Spain. 

It was a moment of repose from strife, 

A short return of intermitting calm, 

Which Catherine, trusting to politic art, 

Resolved should fruitful be of guile, not good. 

Her doth the Evil One familiar lead ; 

With her he hath no combat to endure ; 

O'er her whole soul's domain reigns Falsehood sole. 

There is no passion in her wickedness ; 

A sea of blood red at her feet could not 

That soul revolt with horror, — nor delight. 

She would not shed blood uselessly ; nor would 

(Her purpose needing it) the knife restrain. 

Her cruelties lay dozing passively, 

With coaxing wink for innocence to come 

And meet the payment of caress with death. 

No virtues mingle with her vices, — none ; 

Her heart breeds poisons no sound neighbour own ; 

It grows the lurid berry, sickly bright, 

As snake's eye by enchantment changed to fruit. 

Religion she had learned like school theme, 
And her religious rites, like school-taught verse, 
Became an easy habit of the tongue. 
Religion of her manners formed a part 
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So interwoven with her habitudes, 

As of her nature's self to seem the rule. 

And saintly pictures, pride of sacred art, 

Smiled not in vain on her discerning taste ; 

For, like religion, beauteous art had been 

A habit from her birth. Nought, then, appeared 

Other than rich and sweet seductive grace 

To superficial eye. Yet she is false ! 

Religion, painting, music, art, around 

Perceptions sensuous like odours played. 

But 'neath the polished surface found no place, 

No holy dwelling 'mongst true sympathies. 

Religion's rites she followed heedlessly ; 
Yet would she in religion's name devote 
The best and bravest of the land to death. 
To touch the queen's religion, was to tread 
On the queen's robe, — an insult to herself: 
Nay, was it not high treason 'gainst the state. 
The cross her sceptre, and her creed the crown ? 
With her the question not where lies the truth. 
But which the stronger to uphold the throne, 
With most unscrupulous contempt of law : 
Then with the most unscrupulous conspire. 
Conspiracy preferring to bold fight. 
She looked to me, methought, a moving mask, 
A hollow, spectral, eye-deceiving mask : 
No heart beat in that ghastly sign of breast : 
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No brain, bnt sqnatting imp with lamp to light 

A devilish intelligence, where rolled 

The outer mimicry of vision false : 

Of bowels of compassion, -^-^ alas I -^ none. 

Catherine^ this queen-mother unbelieving, 
Could not escape the hunger of the soul. 
Which madly fed on semblances of truth. 
The stars did dwindle into glittering signs, 
To selfishness prophetic, and base wants ; 
Her altar is the necromancer s ring. 
Upon the verge of which, in panting fear 
And eager questioning, she reverent kneels ; 
Her book of life the poor magician's glass, 
Eeflecting, to the cast of spells, dark scenes 
Of future turbulence unto her race, 
Despite her own remorseless efforts, fatal. 
He, master of her soul, — he, her high priest,-^ 
Astrologer, — impostor as of right. 
Beligion, science, thus perverted, shaped 
Themselves to suit her hideousness of soul. 

From castle unto castle swept she on. 
And castle gates flew wide, and nobles knelt 
Upon the threshold of their gates to hail 
The royal condescending graciousness. 
The open trust, the generous appeal, 
As the queen-mother led her tender son. 
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Li boyhood, ere his kgal age becrowned. 

And challenged chiyalr j in name of both. 

The dazzled noble, when the qiieen takes leave, 

Permission craves to swell the royal suite ; 

The prayer is granted, and the net thrown round 

The person of one captured victim more : 

As in autumnal vapoury morn is seen 

The air all webbed and warped with gossamer, 

Fine as sun's rays, and barely visible 

By the same light, which shows it here and there 

Beclotted with a sated monster's prey. 

She is surrounded by her ladies fair. 
For loveliness, and not for virtue chosen, 
Or virtue to be spoiled by her Arch-Spoiler, 
Woman, a word for trustfulness, — woman 
Is soiled into a spy. In kisses hid 
Lies fatal treachery. If conscience smites — 
The Jesuit with quacking balsam comes ; 
End justifying means, and good intent, 
And oily sophistries, the wound to cure. 

Queen, thy blindness is by choice, not chance. 
Lo ! there for condemnation more profound. 
Examples of the wisest, best, surround thee — 
And they of either sex, all age and rank, 
A clouded galaxy about thee, Queen, 
A gentle maiden doth defy her spell. 
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A gentle maiden with a soul of fire, 

And face of humbling beauty ; jet bo sweet. 

Through its abashing power of strength sublime, 

Because of sympathy with all confiding, 

Fascinating friendship. She dwelt in love : 

Her guardian angels oped their way through friends. 

To claim Heaven's due of her ecstatic heart 

She is the daughter of a great good man, 

Michael de L'Hopital, the Chancellor. 

No soldier in the front of battle^ fired 

With hope of victory, can courage show 

Than his more grand, whose deprecating hands 

Are raised to keep opposing ranks from strife. 

Scowled at by either side. He would lift up 

O'er people and o'er throne supreme, the law, 

The calmly made, the free consented law. 

The throne and people setting 'like at ease. 

By consecrated limits marking each; 

Spheres of unclashing harmony sublime. 

One lending other blessedness of light 

Even he, the great restorer — even he. 

Feels by his sweet humanity constrained 

To stoop, and steal with exquisite address 

So much diluted tyranny as may 

Comparatively be mild mercy called. 

He cheats the faggots kindled by the church 

With substituted code of banbhment ; 
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Clouding his name, yea, martyring his fame, 
That with an acted tyrant's voice severe, 
He may from tyrants filch doomed lives, and give 
To milder exile creatures robbed from death. 
Misunderstanding pays him with distrust ; 
He drinks that bitter cup, and his great heart 
No compensation seeks in royal smiles. 
The queen, to purity of motive blind. 
And treating principle as weakness, feels 
That from false steps his prudent guiding hand 
Hath ofttimes saved her. He is useful then — 
She, could she find one usefuller, would break 
The instrument less supple. Tea, she will, 
When other circumstance makes other tools 
More fitting to her purpose, him disgrace. 
He knows it, and his duty firmly, more 
Sustained by rectitude, to death pursues. 

His confidant, his counsellor, his guide. 
His light, his staff, his comfort — Seraphime. 
No pent-up misery can shake or sour 
One to whom Heaven doth vouchsafe an ear, 
Made for refining all sad moans to sounds 
Of soft reverberated echoes, charming 
The mourner into listening. Grave old age 
Takes counsel of the young ; or, rather, they 
Take counsel when together of kind Heaven. 
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How you bend o'er them your unnumbered eyes. 
And how they feel the unseen influence. 
They rise from earth refreshed : O saints, their sools 
Unto your glorious company ascend. 

He to her praise would sometimes sadly say : — 
" I fear lest temper naturally cold, 
Rather than ardent passion for the right, 
Doth make me look benevolent each way." 
And she to him would glowingly reply : — 
*' Oh, good great father, to mine eyes thou art 
In these drear times the one redeeming man. 
One might with careless courage choose his side. 
Leaguer on this, and Huguenot the other; 
There fight with firm consistency to death, 
Love his companions as he hates his foes ; 
Hold counsel with the friend in witching gloom. 
Sing challenges to martyrdom in psalms, 
And brave the battle, dagger, and the stake. 
A]l this to men for its own sake is sweet. 
But that which argues character supreme. 
Approaching the divine, is mighty justice ; 
Science of sciences, by which is known 
How to extract the particles of good 
From mass of evil ; how to disengage 
The latent motive of confused intent 
From violence of deed ; how mark the line 
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'Twixt feebleness and foulness of the will ; 

How see where patient care with kindly love 

May extricate the tender seed of best, 

From smothering resentments, sweetening 

To reconcilement their perverted warmth ; 

How battle, if must needs be, with the strong ; 

How fear not to sustain the weak when right, 

At risk and peril of descent from place 

And anger of the mighty ; how repress 

With mastery of judgment his own heart, 

And inner storm of indignation quell. 

Lest fruit of watchfulness for good be lost 

By yielding e'en to Virtue's holy wrath ! 

He who doth this, owns no indifferent soul. 

No negligence of principle. His risks 

Include all other dangers. His courage 

Highest, because it doth least courage seem. 

The snares and pitfalls, where he treads his way 

Conscious of danger, are not seen by eyes 

Fierce fixed for strife. Is this man therefore cold ? 

Is he, because no demonstrative blaze 

Of outward shallow wildness fires his look, 

Not burning with an inward deep regard 

For law, without which chaos comes again ? 

Father, great chancellor, to others just. 

Be just unto thyself! " 

" Kiss me my child." 
H 2 
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At night, e'er yet yon widowed mother turned 
Towards the wall for sleep, not always nigh, 
Dear Seraphime by settled habit came 
To bid the Duchess Guise a fair good night — 
The wife of him who fell by Poltrot's hand, 
On all assassins shame I Mother she of one 
Growing in bigotry and fiercest hate 
Surpassing that of his own murdered sire. 
The venerable woman bears her grief, 
As she her hope enjoys, with gentleness. 

When Seraphime her visit pays to-night, 

The greeting to her ardent tenderness 

And reverential wish to mildly soothe 

The sorrow, clad in sweetest sanctities — 

The greeting is not of the wonted joy, 

Expressing satisfaction in a cheerful 

Anticipation of the mingled balm 

And bright communicative sprightliness 

Of the dear young. It is a troubled welcome. 

" What ails thee, mother ? ** for it seemed agreed 

The orphan should not lose the happy use 

Of name so blessed, and she called her mother : 

" What ails thee, mother dear ? " and she did seize 

Th' extended hand, and falling on her knees 

To her heart pressed it, asking still what ails ! 

" My daughter I " and her eyes through mists of love 

Upon the features of the maiden fixed 
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Intenselj, and the free hand on her head, 
Seemed heaping benedictions. — " Oh ! my daughter, 
There hangs some peril over thee and thine, 
'Gainst which I do invoke the blessed saints. 
Whate'er it be, thy father, like thyself. 
May count on my protection, for the Guise, 
Even in the person of a woman bowed 
By years and sorrow, is a weighty name.** 

*' Oh, tremble not, dear mother ; I've no fear 
For me or for my father. God protects him. 
On him, I under Heaven do rely. 
And upon thee, good mother. Pray allow 
Thy customary sweet thoughts to return. 
And let us in our usual mood converse. 
There now — we'll sit together, side by side. 
Until our eyes 'neath pleasant fancies droop, 
And slumber opes the paradise of dreams." 

" Too young, too guileless ; with a soul too soaring 
For cold and skilled observance of the signs 
Which coming evils to experience show. 
The presence of the Duke of Alva here 
Chills me with apprehension." 

" I know him," 
Saith the maid, with a strange energy 
For one, whose fragile delicacy gave 
Small promise of indignant vehemence. 
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^< I know the Duke of Alva — ^the false slave 

Of a false master. Horn and Egmonf s shades 

Will fill his dying ear with fearful ringings. 

The broken word of honour will coil round 

His wretched soul, while shrieks drown comfort's 

voice. 
What ! is there not in FhiUp's court a knight. 
No recreant to plighted faith, that he 
Should send a slave of lies and blood to stain 
My royal mistress' hand with Judas kiss ? " 

'^ Tore Heaven, dear Seraphime, that voice of thine. 
Pitched to the thrilling trumpet-key, doth rouse 
My slackening energies. Ay, give it vent. 
That sacred indignation, holy rage, 
That heavenly tempest of the soul which sweeps 
With blasts of terror 'mongst wrong-doers whom 
False charity would spare. Spear, Michael, spear 
The monster back into his native heU." 

'^ This is not language politic, dear mother : " 

With wounding irony the speery side 

Of hurlM wrath at evil, speaks the maid : 

*^ Allowance must be made for statesmen's needs ; 

The brimming loyalty, the pious zeal. 

Of brave Duke Alva may have hurried him 

Some leagues of blood, or measure of mere lives 

Some few score thousands past the mark — no more. 
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And if in his hot haste he dashed so far 
As to have left and lost a province roused 
To superhuman manhood bj despair, 
Hath not the blunderer atoned by blood ? 
Philip could not reject a sword which broke 
Upon his subjects' heads, — the heretics." 

" Well will it be if Alva's arts do not 

The loss by Alva's tyranny repair ; 

If Flanders losing — well he wins not Prance ; 

Well, if he makes not Prance the serf of Spain." 

" Queen Catherine ! " 

" Queen Catherine desires 
The elevation of the throne above 
Dependence upon parties ; so plays both. 
The one against the other ; seeing which, 
Philip to Catherine offers fatal aid ; 
On what conditions he and Alva know." 

" May I not speak thy fears unto my father — 
My father, who is wise, and brave, and strong, 
And in his honesty no less astute 
Than they whose sole superior wisdom lies 
In doing acts the ably great contemn ? " 
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Prepare thy father for removal. Philip 
Will by his counsel Catherine deprive 
Of ministers unsuited to the ills 
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His devilish artifice intends to work. 
Thy father is suspected much to lean 
Unto this new reform^ and thou still more. 
I ask thee, dear, no questions — for my love 
Casts out conditions. Oh, dear Seraphime, 
To think of thee, despite thy lofty brow, 
Wreathed with a glory by th' emulous hands 
Of honour and intelligence — distrusted, — 
It is as if the wolves should skulk from lambs, 
Or leering satyrs blush at innocence ; 
Yet so it is. Ah ! hast thou not observed 
How conversation free and loose and loud. 
By thee surprised, will into whispers drop. 
Or break into an incoherent chase 
Of observation too abruptly started 
For wits unready to fall into line ? 
Then breaks the talking circle into groups 
Of low voiced mutterers, whose watchful eyes 
Alternate seek, alternately avert, 
Penetrating while they fly." 

" So recalled, 
Such conduct I remember to have seen." 

" Even I am not quite trusted. Still my name 
Half hints, if not whole confidence, permits. 
It is resolved the Leaguers' cause shall triumph ; 
The court will not much scruple as to means. 
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One word, dear Seraphime, within thine ear : 

In case of need, in case of danger, count 

On my maternal hand. Now, love, good night." 

The wringing of the hand, the kiss, the prayer, 
The quick averted head, with no lost grace. 
Warned the maiden not to question more ; 
And she, with usual filialness of touch, 
Mellowed the pillow, and attuned the mind, 
With loving invocations for the sleep 
That, after hinted dangers 'bout her sire, 
She could not this night share. 

'Tis morning now : 
The honoured father feels his kiss abashed 
By two poor wearied, lustreless, sad eyes. 
Which swift relume their glory, in the fear 
Of causing pain, and laugh themselves to life. 
Deception, practised for the sake of love. 
Here quickens love, in failing to deceive ; 
And gently conquered confidence gives up 
The secret of the miserable night, 
And all its cause. She must have some time slept, 
For once she thought, through chaos of drear clouds. 
And dreadful maledictions, and the shrieks 
Of massacre, she felt twined in her hair 
The fingers of a dimly risen form. 
A gulf slid 'neath her feet, and on a bank 
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She fonnd herself beside the Dacheis Oabe. 

And now I see Michael de lH^pital, 

In converse grare with his two trusted friends. 

The Admiral Colignj, and one jonnger ; 

He, one whose mind was gathering bomiteoos stores 

For mankind's good, though man he little liked,— 

The promising, the jet unknown, Montaigne. 

Each of the three sat ruminating o'er 
A project, rather of his nature bom 
Than subtle plan from reasoning deduced ; 
Tet did the project rise from hidden source 
Of deep romantic feeling, working in 
The fervent poetry of minds humane. 
That like a central fire the mountain keeps. 
High in its place superb, the crowned of earth. 

In Michael's poetry, the Queen appears 

From crooked ways of guile to law's straight path 

Converted ; yea, into sainthood from foul sin ; 

Her artifice for simple truth exchanged ; 

Her mind to wisdom opened, and her heart 

To woman's wealth of goodness mild retrieved ; 

And parties bowed to justice : all secured 

By equity encompassing the throne. 

Faith in one's hopes must be of inward spring : 
Let each man keep his own romance within ; 
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'Twill not receive encouragement without, 
Save from a kindred spirit rarely met 

The stem Colignj meditating dwells 
On proposition practical and grave, 
Becoming his position^ as he thinks : 
Yet his cool head is burning with a poem. 

He sees himself as though he were some other. 

In zealous argument with joung King Charles. 

He hath found germs of virtue in the boj 

His mother well nigh killed. Around them coil 

A chilling, dark dissimulation, cold, 

With fatal touch beslimed. Coligny thinks 

He sees persuasion turn attentive ear ; 

And his voice swells with pressing victory on. 

''Oh I dear young King, take manhood with thy 

crown; 
Spring over conquered time with boyhood fire, 
And be in thought a man. A kingdom brings 
Responsibilities that outstrip years. 
With freedom faction bind ; with liberty 
Unite divided parties ; and with law 
Make easy bonds of just equality. 
Let France contented stand the throne's firm rock ; 
Union alone can save from Philip's wiles. 
This power of Spain o'ershadows all the world ; 
Her fleets the sea, her armies rule the land ; 
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Her galliots, floatiiig castles, charged witli gold, 

Grorge her o'erflowing coffers, and sustain 

Her forces in the field, and baj, cmTopt, 

The voice of councils and the patriot's heart. 

France, oh ! mj Kin^ hath nigh the crisis reached, 

Whrai an inevitable choice decides 

Her hisioij, majhap, till end of time. 

If good be chosen, endless glorj flows ; 

If iO, incorable disorder kills, — 

Glny bejond all glorj ; shame past shame — 

Great good and evil, fame and infam j. 

Are Haa^Kng and delnding roond the head 

Of Cfoe weU-meaning, misadvised joath. 

List not to an J cme ; list not to me ; 

Take coonsel in th j closet with thj heart. 

Under the shadow of the King of 



While float these grand deceptions in the air. 
To ejes of spirits visible as things 
For self-deceivers pleading, whose mistakes 
From virtoes spring, to fool's ejes onlj false ; 
Above thj head, Montaigne, thj work I see — 
A palpable, fur picture. The thinkers three 
Sit each beneath their pictures, like to saints 
Whose heads are Inminooslj anreoled. 

Queen Catherine doth lend a gracioos ear 
To one, whose plajfol bitterness anent 
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His fellow-creatures and their foibles shows 

A new original philosopher. 

The Queen, who men and women treat as pawns. 

Or loaded dice, with which to cheat and win. 

Lists willingly to misanthropic jest, 

And takes delight in pleasant paradox. 

She smiles to hear demonstrated that dog. 

That horse, that elephant, and cat, and kid, 

And fowls o' the air, with every creeping thing. 

Are wiser, better than their master man. 

The Queen doth not perceive beneath the jest— 

A jest more earnest than the half>«-a heart 

Made gently, sadly sceptical by sight 

Of ghastly cruelties from human hand, 

Committing murders in the name of truth. 

So he in anguish asks, " What is this truth, 

For whose sake ye do treacherously kill ? 

To save my heart from hate, my hands from blood, 

I answer, I know not. What do I know ? 

Unread but not unreasoning animals, 

With Heaven-lighted instincts, sophists teach, 

How nature's promptings, beautifully true, 

Reproach perverted reason's vile abuse.** 

Thus musing, slides his mind into romance. 

How grand, thinks he, looks the wise Chancellor, 
Wrapt, like a god, in pensiveness sublime — 
An old Greek statue, wonderfully calm. 
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Experience long of the world's wicked ways 

Hath that fine, kindly nature mellowed 

Into a moving pity for his fellows. 

Let others strike — his mission is to save! 

His Seraphime^ — was she not bom to be 

A blessedness to keep him ever young ? 

I read one in the other. Through his wisdom 

Flashes her grace ; her sweetness overflows 

His gentle gravity ; while his demeanour 

Descends in dignity upon the maid, 

Like a rich mantle with uncumbrous folds. 

His virtues waited on her at her birth, 

Along with kindling genius, all her own. 

Heaven breaks out of her eyes ; she speaks in song,^ 

In music moves ; her touch is a soft thrill ; 

Her presence lifts me into ecstasy. 

Likewise her father speaking not a word 

Makes silence a mute joy. I sit by him, 

And feel that there comes o'er me calm delight. 

Michael de I'Hdpital, thou might'st save France, 

If helped by Seraphime. It is decreed. 

By the dear Heaven which gave to thee this child. 

That she must be partaker in thy work. 

The father labours to convert the Queen ; 

Rather shall Seraphime the King reform. 

There lies a sensibility within 

The young King's heart, that if unwisely left 

To ill direction, may to stimulants 
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Of bitter evils turn for perverse food. 

There have been kings who nurture found for soul. 

In youth's fair morn, upon delicious sighs, 

And in hot noon fed raging thirst with pangs 

Drawn wantonly from fellow-creatures' pain. 

How Seraphime, enthroned in his young heart, 

Would rule it with that unseen influence 

Which out of chilly clay brings blooming flowers ! 

What clouds of sweetness would the kingdom cover ! 

How would the radiancy of this fair Queen 

Make of the royal mind a globe of light, 

Within whose lustre could no foul thought live I 

Hear me, Queen Catherine, and France is saved. 

" What shall Queen Catherine hear ? " Coligny asks. 

His penetrating glance produced a blush. 

That failed to loose the tongue. At length the three 

Dissolved the conference without debate. 

Each on his own exclusive fancy bent. 

Resolving to effect it his own way. 

I see the Chancellor and Queen together. 
Half heeding her great minister, she looks 
From a concealing window on the park, 
Where Charles, surrounded by his minions, each 
Spy and bespied, all in a complex mesh 
Of multiple-weaved falsehood. The boy-king 
Hath raised approving laugh by his fool feats. 
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When lo ! the Admiral Colignj comes. 
With grave, stem frown of frightening reproof 
Which shrinks the triflers into twos and threes 
Of trembling scoffers^ whispering foul words. 
A scowl is darkening o'er King Charles's face ; 
The Queen smiles inwardly ; but by and by 
His evil spirit fleeth from the sound 
Of wisdom's words, as Saul's from David's harp» 
Fixed grows his ear, and kindling is his eye ; 
His young cheek flames — 'tis beautiful to see ; 
His limbs are quick'ning with desire to leap 
Into the honourable saddle, where 
His sympathising steed befronts the ranks 
Of Philip's threat* ning legions. He's a king I 
The unbearded boy hath statured into man. 
By virtue of awakened souL The Queen 
Frowns outwardly, for she hath shrewdly read 
Through its eflects the colloquy, so deafness 
The music learns, as move the hearers' looks. 
With anger struggling in her voice, she asks: 
*' What are the charms Coligny uses, friend. 
To win obedience from our froward son?" 

The Chancellor, with frankness, mild replies : 

" Coligny, probably, repeats his theme : 

'Tis pity Frenchmen's swords, drawn 'gainst each 

other. 
Should not be fighting Spain on Belgian ground. 
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And winning colonies as gems to deck 
Our monarch's crown." 

" Reply we. Only let 
Coligny and those other Huguenots 
Renounce their innovations pestilent, 
Bow down to Church and Crown — and then — and 

then— 
We'll to the matter look. So promise them." 

" Their conscience, Queen — ^" 

" Ambition, rather say. 
Hath policy a conscience ? You look grave : 
Can you believe Coligny speaks the truth ?" 

" The matter is so plain — no doubt he does." 

^^ The matter is too plain. It is too gross. 
Did he present to us a fine wove plan 
Of subtle policy — ah I then my wits 
Could take it all asunder, thread by thread. 
This coarse simplicity is well put on 
To lull observance of concealed design." 

" Outspoken truth doth Catherine confound," 
Does mentally reflect the monarch's friend. 

N 
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Moses the Qaeen — ^Sonie one most govern Charlei. 
Well — were that one dependent on mjfdf — 
He liatb writ verses unto Seraphime.* 

A ragne, chaotic wickedness of thooght^ 
Ul-formc-d and monstrous as a nightmare^ eomes : 
It is distorbM bj ike father^s presenoe. 
She most commnne with it elsewhere — alone. 

Alone, she matters — ^ Woman, to hold power. 

Most use the arm of weakness, which is gnile; 

Her army artifice — her soldiers spies. 

Were Seraphime mj servant^ Charles her slave, 

I would be queen indeed — a veij queen ! 

How blast with sceptic breath her young romance ! 

Hold ; woman must not flout sweet sentiment ; 

She must not rag her rosj veil of cloud ; 

It is her goddess dress." To one who comes 

Obedient to her call, the Queen demands — 

^ How did the maiden read the verses writ 

In florid compliment to her bright eyes?'' 

** With the same simple, truthful earnestness^ 

The sympathising deep intelligence, 

Which makes her universal confidante 

Of the whole court ; — all, with their joys and griefs, 

Their disappointments, fancies, and their dreama, 
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And vapourish realities, seek her, 

Who hath kind words for all, and scorn for none." 

^* Come to mj question : how read she the poem ?" 

" Where there was genuine youth-nature, she 
The line read over with delight ; where only 
Cold artificial fancies, like mock flowers, 
Whose hectic painting owns no mellowing dew, 
Or harmonising under-currents fresh 
Of quickening sap, she negligently read 
The drear untruth with chill monotony.'* 

*' So treated she the verses of a king ! ** 

*' It is her nature to disturb no fact 
With self-love bribe. The author mattered not. 
The kingliness was sought for in the work ; 
The nobleness should speak with its own tongue. 
I told her to come hither. She is here." 

SERAPHIME. 

My gracious Queen! 

THE Q17EEN. 

Kneel not to me, dear maid ! 
How very beautiful in thy fresh youth 
Art thou, dear Seraphime ! Ah, youth — dear youtb, 

N 2 
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Thou art the beautifier ! Long years bring 

Wrinkles for features, ugly blots for mind. 

And withering contraction for the heart. 

Backwards we go ! In youth we start all joy, 

Confiding and confided. Growing old. 

Deception chokes our path ; the world's rank weeds 

Make covering for suspicions, sharp and sly : 

The luscious berries tempt our burning thirst 

To slake to higher fever. Skies we loved 

Reprove our impure gaze, until we fall 

Beneath the grov'ling weight of miscalled joys ; 

Like to a tipsy bacchante, sunk in sleep. 

On whom intoxicated mirth, perverse. 

Heaps harvest high of ripe grapes madly plucked. 

And in a stupid frolic smothers life. 

You gaze in frightened wonder, my sweet maid, 

At frank confession of a world-tired queen. 

SERAPHIME. 

All seasons have their own due loveliness ; 
Age may not wear the verdant crown of youth. 
For evening splendour other is than morning's ; 
Yet doth the shadowed eve wear on her brow 
The lambent morning star. 

THE QUEEN. 

So Catherine, 
When old and grey, may wear her spring-time smiles? 
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SEBAPHIME. 

For me the elder eye's full formed knowledge?, 
And richly beamed with ripe benevolence ; 
For me the conscious reason of mid-age 
Devoutly through inquiry labouring 
For explanation of the mystery 
Of suffering existence upon earth ; 
More beautiful for mo the kind old face 
Rewarded with revealment of the truth 
To a heart tested, tried, and purified. 
Reason's conclusion. Love, in such face writ, 
And love with beauty ever, ever dwells. 
Not young such countenance t it is divine ! 

THE QUEEN. 

But if the old grow worse. If worldly thoughts 
Too long excluded those of heaven. What then? 

SERAPHIME. 

Heaven never utterly deserts us here. 
We float and change, and buffet on and on, 
Peace never knowing ; yielding never yet 
All out unto the foe. 

THE QUEEN. 

It may be true. 
What other very different thoughts did fill 

N 3 
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This shrewd old head of mine, a while ago : 
And lo ! at sight of her broad lustrous brow. 
And lambent wealth of eye, and features fine, 
Making ideal face, my purpose flies. 

Her purpose had but faltered, and not fled. 



Montaigne the presence of Queen Catherine leaves, 

Convicted of a folly most sublime, 

With condemnation written on his cheek, 

In the sweet shame of having sinned 'gainst sense, 

By casting his heart's pearls before swine ! 

A withering breath hath left him, like a stem. 

Stripped of his blooming fancies. Seraphime 

Beams in, with vindication in her face. 

He was not wrong, her title to a throne 

Shines round and round her. — Hapless be the eyes 

That to such glorious majesty are blind I 

Repressing passion thus, he simply says, 

^^ Quit, Seraphime, the dangers of the Court." 

SERAPHIME. 

There is no danger where my father shields 
With his pure presence. He would say with me. 
Danger implies duty. 
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MONTAIONE. 

Ah! Purity 
Doth overrate and underrate its power ; 
Its story fills the book of martyrdom. 
'Tis light extinguished by the present foulness, 
And then translated 'mongst the heavenly stars 
For future admiration and example. — 
Here thou canst do no ^ood. 



SERAPHDiE. 

The field is wide. 
What it some mock and laugh when listen all ; 
And listeners keep unconsciously Truth's seeds. 
A moment comes of sorrow sharp, or loss. 
Keen disappointment, or more surely still, 
Inexplicable sadness of the soul. 
When rises up the long forgotten word, 
With present power of application blest, 
Through tempest, torrent, and through swamp hid 
fast. 

MONTAIGNE. 

What do we see ? Bloodshed on every side, 
Murder in every shape. Ah ! is it not 
Soul sickening ! Well. Beason cannot help 
To ask these creatures who in Truth's name slay, 
Pray what is Truth ? Alas ! 'tis horrible ! 

N 4 
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SERAPHIKE. 

These Berious accents are from Montaigne new. 

MONTAIGNE. 

Serious, because they are spoken to an ear 

Serious and wise. My customed raillery 

Is a thin mask, which is not all disguise : 

It truthfully and closely fits the face. 

'Tis baffling only to dull-witted malice, 

Which lured and snared by feigned indifference, 

Deposits its bad secret in my net. 

Believe me, Seraphime, no power on earth 

Can stop the sterile and the stupid crash 

Which needs must come. What, amidst hate and 

strife. 
Could thy most exquisite sweet spirit do 
But wail, like one bereaved, to the deaf storm ! 
Thou would'st be, gentle being ! out of place. 
As luminous eyed hind, or snowy lamb 
Surprised between two furious squadrons' rush— - 
Crushed would'st thou be ! 

SERAPHIME. 

Ah! no ! compare me, rather. 
To the life-boat which wings the mountain-wave, 
Slides sideway down its glassy steep, to rise 
Foam casting off from either side—- a type 
Of succour to the wreck. 
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MONTAIGNE. 

Thou know'st not fear, 

SERAPHIME. 

Not where brave men contend, 
However fiery be their hate. 

MONTAIGNE. 

Brave men ! 
What if there be no contest ; but a snare, 
A death-trap, with a covering of flowers. 
And smiles, and wiles, to lure the victims on — 
What could'st thou do ? 

SERAPHIME. 

Proclaim the treason, Sir. 

MONTAIGNE. 

And then be poisoned with a subtle gift, 

A perfume sweetening false a gown, or glove, 

Or page of book invitingly marked down, 

Or surfeiting the pure breath of a flower ; 

Be poisoned with some monstrous innocence, 

As if within the stroked down, sunny hair 

Of a whole heaven-faced child, the hand should meet 

The aspic's sting ! 
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SERAPHIME. 

You sadden me. Good Heaven ! 
To what doth this mysterious language tend ? 

MONTAIGNE. 

Thou hast observed Duke Alva with the Queen ? 

SERAPHIME. 

The Duke of Alva's presence is to me 
Inexplicable suffering. Ah I how 
His cruel deeds hang round his hair, as snakes 
On that of the Medusa. I turn stone I 

MONTAIGNE. 

Now list to me — the only one to whom, 
Save to thy venerable father, I 
Would utter my suspicion. The Duke Alva, 
'Twixt Philip and 'twixt Catherine, proposes 
A league of deadliest import to the Huguenots. 

SERAPHIME. 

When ? — How ? 

MONTAIGNE. 

The means will soon be found by Catherine. 

SERAPHIME. 

What dost thou mean to do ? 
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MONTAIGNE. 

Betake me hence, — 
Retire unto my country-house and books, 
Shut out the wicked world, — evoke the dead, 
The saving spirits of the past, whose wbrks 
Redeem the wretched history of man. 
What wilt thou, Seraphime, dear Seraphime ? 

SERAPHIME. 

Remain here with my father. The Chancellor 
The post of duty never will desert. 

MONTAIGNE. 

Banished ye both may mercifully be. 



The wickedness of CathVine's mind is ripe ; 
And as sonie fruits require the nip of frost 
To crown their perfectness of flavour, she 
The chilling breath of Alva doth await, 
To make her matchless in the wilds of crime. 
Yet hath she need of some delusive power 
To prop her up against herself. She tries 
To paint a suffering victim — a poor queen 
Standing at desp'rate bay 'gainst cruel pack. 
The Chancellor 's a traitor ! who can doubt ? 
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He tricked the Inquisition, — what a fiend ! 

He must outmatch the devil to do that. 

If not for him, the traitor, she would have 

Whole troops of ferrets from the H0I7 Office 

Hunting the vermin unto death. There are 

Three methods, madame, at jour choice, he says — 

Conciliation, banishment, or blood ! 

You cannot think of massacre : why not ? 

'Tis easier than banishment, I trow. 

His Holiness thinks so. Rome rages at 

This talk of toleration, meant to cloak 

His own heretical designs — the false one ! 

Yet must we hold him longer as a bait 

To keep our enemies within the snare. 

A minister, unto the general eye, 

Betypes the sovereign mind. What mirror thou ! 

How pleasant this deceiver to deceive. 

He joys in his deception — who does not ? 

My joy o'er his shall into transport swelL 

His daughter, my confessor hath found out 

To be at heart a heretic. The fool ! 

For theologic girlhood what care I ? 

*Ti8 only her hypocrisy that shocks, — 

A foul depraving vice in one so young. 

What could have been the bribe this Chancellor 

Did promise the philosopher Montaigne, 

For forwarding his plans, to place the girl 

At my son's right hand on the throne ! How well 
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The cunning minister did choose his knave ! 

A youth intoxicate with books may talk 

Romantic ravings, and no harm arrives 

From words which may be serious, or be dreams, 

As wills the ear to which they are addressed. 

That youth, Montaigne, of all the court — ^how strange. 

Should be the one I failed to understand. 

I did believe him that completest slave, 

An intellect without heart, an iceberg. 

Bright, coldly fathomless, for ruin launched. 

Coligny is the worst ; for he would steal 

From 'neath my influence, my son, the King, — 

To make him monarch, well in fact as name, — 

His mother robbing of her right-used power. 

Ambitious wretch I he 'd stand in my own place ! 

The set would murder gentle Catherine. 

Over the edge of nonsense Catherine slips. 
Alva, tis time for thee to come — poor queen, — 
E'er yet she sinks to imbecility. 

His eye of hell-deep meaning, meets her own : 
She hath no need of words, and uses none. 
The dealer is called in to work his trade ; 
She wants the butcher, — lo ! the butcher comes. 

Will not the famished vulture scent the field 
Of promised carnage, e'er a shot be fired ? 
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He 's there to hear jour majesty's cominandsy 

To flap his duskj wings, and take his perch. 

The signal waiting for his fatal swoop. 

Queen Catherine, of necessity, must talk ; 

She needs, for satisfaction of her due 

Fair female grace of sensibility, 

And for relief of burdened soul and tongue. 

To pour her sad distresses on the ear 

Of one so sympathising and so wise. 

A loyal and religious servant he, 

Of Spain's good king, and gentle mother Church : 

And will he not unto the rescue come. 

When she who calls is persecuted queen ? 

The tender Alva melts before her tears ; 

His ghastly smile of promise shapes a bow 

Of deep red-tinctured hope upon her grief. 

He speaks not all the while, — he lets her speak. 

The vulture knows his feline ally must 

Her velvety cajoleries display. 

To give keen zest to her tremendous spring. 

And so he waits, with patience most polite, 

The graceful arching of the supple neck, 

The claw-concealing paw, the sidelong play 

Of cruel coquetry, and when the farce 

Is elegantly unto end buffooned, 

And scented kerchief wipes factitious tears, 

He, with dry chuckle, — cruelty loves jokes, — 
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Draws forth prescription for the sick land's ills ; 
An opium draught to make the patient sleep, 
And copious bleeding lest he rave again. 

The double remedy will need two hands, — 
Her majesty the sleeping potion holds, 
And he, Duke Alva, shall supply the steeL 
He would begin at once the work of cure ; 
So would not she. Their differences are 
Expressions of their taste. The Queen, refined, 
Will draw by magic arts of winning smiles, 
And soft low captivating laughs and charms, 
The dazzled victims in the circle, then 
Let loose the ruffians on the trapped battue. 

As in the meretricious smiting dawn. 

The lamps fade into sickness, and the guests 

Who last night whirled in the dance together, 

Shrink from each others* ghastliness, the Queen 

Reels forth, her fancy all intoxicate 

With banquet essences, where aspic hides. 

And wild debauch of blood : and as again 

The casual encounter of a fresh 

Fair wholesome visage, sweet with sleep and prayer, 

And harmonised companionship of morn, 

Doth bow the drunken rioter to shame : 

So Catherine's hectic cheek, elated eye. 

And her dishevelled wickedness stands still : — 
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She^ sobered in a moment by the gaze 
Of her abrupdj meeting Chancellor. 

She now is dumb, — she dares not speak a word. 

She ne'er had witnessed such a look before ; 

She, sovereign queen, had never in her life 

Endured a frown of scorn, and now she shrinks 

Helpless and overcome. How new to her 

The fearless wrath sublime of a true man ! 

How overwhelming his supreme contempt ! 

His indignation — oh, 'tis terrible. 

Her rojal garments hung like shivered rags. 

Her crown bereft of its stupendous rays, — 

She trembles, like a mendicant surprised. 

By storm and torrent in a roofless hut, 

And chained by terror to the spot she dreads. 

For her a new discovery flames ; she reads 

The martyr's secret and the hero's strength : 

A book of knowledge is revealed ; a soul 

Before her stands, above her towers. Will she 

Lift herself to its stature ? Will she hear 

The oracles of th' Almighty, spoken through 

A virtuous man, for virtue all on fire ? 

Light, when it cleaves not darkness, makes the dark 

Beyond the circle of its rays more black. 

She hath no soul to answer to his soul, 

No light to meet his light ; she can't respond 

With withered sympathies, dead long ago ; 
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And to her wonder, she finds nought within 
Her royal bosom to repel the scorn, — • 
She who could meet a demon with shake-hands. 
This is an unknown spirit, and its glory 
Searches her hollowness, and shows it her. 
She tries to babble lies, — she is tongue-tied : 
Dead fall her falsehoods when he waves his hand. 

'' The deed is done. I know it not by spies ; 
They who read characters — (and none are read 
So easy as the cunningest, whose thoughts 
Are not of meditation) — ^plunge deep 
Into the infinite nature of the soul. 
Who can read such as these, need only signs 
Of extern shallowness, of meetings, looks. 
Clandestine conversations, hints, half-hints 
Of almost nothings, their designs to learn. 
Ask me not, therefore, how I know this thing ; 
Suffice to say, I know it. Of the three — 
Massacre, Toleration, Banishment — 
The massacre is chosen. This Duke Alva, 
He is Queen Catherine's minister, and he 
The wickedest counsel gives ; the massacre. 
You both resolve upon. I now resign. 
My resignation may have for effect 
To put your victims on their guard against 
The mystery of evil, or hurry you 
To immature attempt. Now, hear me, Queen ! 

o 
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Mj prayer I atter with a broken voice 
Out of a breakiitg heart. The deed once done,. 
For purpose good, its impotencj shown, 
Besolve that thy son's subjects' blood no more 
Be shed by Spanish hirelings ! oh ! make haste 
To heal the horrid wounds with tol'rant peace, 
And let the nation cry — Gk>d save the throne ! 



A bride is glittering like an April tree, 

Bedecked with blossoms — ^bright with morning dew. 

Here pearls, and there diamonds, as the beam 

Wanders away or lingers. Near her stands 

Her mother, like an August tree in fruit. 

Sweet are spring blossoms ever, — but lipe fruit 

Is sometimes rotten. Look at Catherine, 

Of Marguerite the stately mother ; look 

At Catherine, of Marguerite's husband, Henry 

The Huguenot, fourth Henry, mother too. 

The Huguenots are in the snare at last, 

For Catherine hath, with her own fair child, 

The sense-obscuring incantation crowned. 

What means this murmur, and what means this moan. 
So like a human sorrow, 'mongst the spirits ? 
And the voice answers, — They are Medicis 
Who felt the Pazzi's dagger at the mass. 



They mourn in heaven to see that' dike of theirs, 
A woman too, of their ownhotise an J kin. 
Hath gone bejotid the l^aaszi's crim^- profatne. 
They made the eli^vated host the siga 
At which to strike the Medicis when kneeling. 
But Catherine the nuptial blessing makes 
The signal for the slaughter of kia friends, 
Bone of her daughter's bone, and flesh of flesh*^^ 
Is this the crowning blasphemy ? Hark, hark I 
It is a clash of interrupting bells. 
A Church hard by the Louvre stands revealed^ 
Clear in the Louvre's wedding feast of lights. 
Saint Germain L'Auxerrois, the Louvre Church : 
There on the belfry sits the Evil One; 
Triumphant Falsehood sings ba the bell tolls. 

Ring, bell, ring, but not for mass ; 
Ring, bell, ring, but not for prayer* 
Blow, ye winds^ blow. 
While the bell-men below 
Bend their whole weight to the pull of the rope. 
Shaking this steeple 
With signs to the people 
To answer the ringing, but not for mass ; 
To answer the swinging, but not for prayer. 
Ring, swing, give the bell full scope 
Till it fills with its ringing the heaven's wide cope, 

o 2 
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In revelry 

Of devilry. 
For the Devil to-night hath a loan of the bell- 
Chime saintly to gather the demons of helL 

Heard is the bell, — swing, swing, — 
Hark how they come! Ring, ring. 

Red torches are lighted, 

Keen daggers are drawn ; 

Beware ye benighted. 

Ye shall not see dawn! 
There is a quick patter of gathering feet ; 
There is a low clatter of voices that meet — 
Swing, ring ; call up frightened faces, 
They run to the windows ; how queer their grimaces ! 

Swing, ring — how my murderers pour ! 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! 'tis a burst-open door. 
Hist I a low murmur of breath-choking hate, 

Followed by shrieking! — Swing, swing; 
Drown, my strong bell, their wild prayers ere too late, 

'Tis not for prayers that you ring, ring. 

The Louvre is lighted : King Charles with his gun 

At the Huguenot fugitives fires. 
And courtiers are loading and crying. Well done ! 

Are they not beautiful criers ? 
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His Majesty fires again with an aim 
Worthy of history — write it down, Fame ! 
Hark to those smothered sounds — plop, plop, 
From bodies that in the Seine drop, drop ; 

And heads as they rise, 

With torch flash on their eyes, 
Make mark for the Arquebuse — pop, pop. 

Poor bell-men weary, ring no more. 
Sweet bells no more your music pour ; 
For the breeze bears other sounds, and sweeter 
For Devil's ears, oh ! fitter, meeter. 

Wild blasphemies ; 

Cries, dying cries. 
Filling the Earth, as with bell-birth. 

And piercing the night skies. 
A final burst of joy ring out, ye bells ; 
Ding, ding, ding, ding, until your music swells 
Far off to Romcj and there our triumph tells 
To one who on his knees 
Doth pray for sounds like these. 
How he listens ! blessed Heir of Peter. 

Hush! what's there below? a pair of lovers, 
Gasping and clasping in death I 

A Huguenot he, a Papist she. 

And over both the one angel hovers. 
Love that rights all uniting faith ; 

o 3 
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Love purifying their last breath 
' With a aoul-blending, 
Which eayes them from wGtm l 
. For 8^[>arate ending 
Would have been with a corse. 

A curse on psalm-singers, a corse on the mass; 

Hist, hist ! something wicked is coming to pass. 

Hist ! 'tis the wind in a wild woman's gown ; 

A pair of wood->shod feet 

Battle hard through the streei^ 
Not hers — thej are bare, and fall silently down 5 
How she presses her baby's breast close to her own ! 
She shrieks not, she speaks not, lest sound should betray 
To fanatic watchers her desolate way. 
But the pair of wood shoes clatter close to her feet ; 
She is down on her knees ; she hold? up a purse f 
Her ^yes ask in agony, 
Alas ! n^ust we both die ? 

Her white lips alone foi* her baby entreat r 
The answer — a 9t^b unto both, with a curse, 

And the murderer 's gone ; 

There 's more work to be done. 
Bell, bell, let us have just another brisk chime ; 
Ding, ding, ding, to enliven the time ; 
Let the work be done quickly, for lo \ a pale warning 
Appears in the east, and com^s sickening morning* 
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I0 tbat a vapour ? It doth swim so light 

Amongst the dead and dying ; now it stops 

With pause intelligent ; and now it stoops 

Low, low unto the lips of one dead quite ; 

And now it stands erect, and with an ear 

Of cautious listening, lasting not a second, 

Swift passes on and bends to earth again. 

It is a human creature ; one aliv^e. 

Nay, quick with full intensity of life ; 

All eye, all ear, yea every faculty 

Strained to whole strength, yet subject to a will 

Unfearing, fearing, wary, timid, bold, 

Courageous, cautious, prudent, as demand 

Time and occasion's sharp necessities. 

'Tis Seraphime there gliding 'mongst the slain 1 

A sigh so faint soe'er draws her swift foot ; 

The gentlest beat of heart, and lo ! her hand 

Upon the fluttering life. With aid of kiss, 

Word of encouragement, adv^ice, or prayer, 

Or cordial to the lips, as signs proclaim 

Hope or despair. When savage groups gloom by 

On different errand bent, dear Seraphime, 

Courageously determined to preserve. 

For their sake dying, her blest usefulness. 

Hides in projecting shadows till they pass ; 

Then issues forth to count the sparks they trod 

Of lately quivering hopes, out utterly, 
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She faints Dot, falls not, sighs not, bids her heart 
Be still, and gain more strength* If she saves one» 
The prize will be reward of courage calm 
That sees its purpose and pursues it singly ; 
Nor heeding thunderbolts nor shook by moans, 
All feelings settling like a company 
Of harassed soldiers who fall into square, 
With women in the centre and their children, 
And so repel the shattered swarm of horse. 
She recks not of her work ; but finding none, 
Since last blood gleaners passed, with life on lips, 
She, in low murmur, that a mother hears. 
To life recalling, speaks these woful words : 

My God! my God! — what end inscrutable 

Is answered by this letting loose of sin ! 

Are we so dull, so lax, so obdurate, 

That it takes this to wake us ? What a quake 

Of the human world ! What foul eruption this. 

Not of the central fires, but blasphemy 

Burning on tides of blood. Oh ! woe, woe, woe ! 

MOTHER. 

This is a mother's wailing. She hath lost 
Her little one. Come hither, hither come. 
This way, this way. Oh ! help a dying mother 
To save (I will not rashly trust her yet). 



0^, TIME IN DBEAMLAND. 201 

SERAPHDiE. 

To save. For this Tm here. Come, hast thou strength 
To rise and follow me ? 

MOTHEB. 

(Away distrust.) 
Oh ! angel ! Woman ! Dearest sister, save ! 

SERAFHIME. 

Take this invigorating draught, while I 
Stanch flowing blood ; have courage. 

MOTHER. 

I have had 
A mother's own immensity of valour — 
My child — 

SERAPHIME. 

It moves not. 

MOTHER. 

Oh ! 'Tis sleep, not death. ' 
By an adroitness that I dying vaunt. 
Betwixt the pang of my sore-wounded side, 
And swift reiterated blow, I made 
My robe wind round my arm to seem a child, 
Which caught the second stroke ; then pinched the boy 
That )ie did shriek in the assassin's ear, 
Who turned and fled in search of other prey^ 
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My bay upon my bosom then sobbed low, 
My baby boy, his little heart to sleep. 

SERAPHIME. 

Give me the child. I '11 rear him as my own. 

He will, as he grows up, be all to me ; 

And both shall cherish thy dear memory. 

I hold him well. Grod bless him. God be thanked 

For this rewarding gift 

HOTHEB. 

Amen. 

SERAFHIlfE. 

She 's gone. 
— » — 

As closed her eyes the Evil One renewed : — 

" King, bell, ring ; but not for mass ; 
King, bell, ring ; but not for prayers.** 



% 
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That soul benumbing ding of bell again, 

And creeping company of serpent hiss I 

Ah ! by the red glare of yon burning house 

Methinks I see a figure not unknown ; 

One in whose face the priest late shut the door ; 

And lo I he bath escaped to the church top. 
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FALSEHOOD. 

With thee I will be honest T was fair Truth 

Whom thou did'st see expelled. We are as like 

As Lucifer ray shora was to Lucifer 

Star of the morning. Gret thee quick awaj, 

For to mj ringing, lo ! there comes a troop 

Of merry mischief-makers. Bing, beU, ring I -— 

The angel, ere the ringing, he who bore 
The soul of tl^e slain mother, smot^ his mouth. 



The summoned leaguers come in throngs ; they shout, 
They scream ; at Seraphime they fiercely scream, 
Encircling her with dripping show of steel. 
*' The sign I sign of the cross ! " She hesitates. 
" Quick ! with an Ave Maria for thy life.** 

SERAPHIMB. 

How dare you, dastard monsters, thus profane 

The type of your redemption ! With blood lips 

Mutter the sweetest and the holiest name 

Which represents all woman virtues raised 

Intb sublimity of tender love ! 

I dare not, to escape your horrid hands, 

Make sign of Cross or Ave Maria say. 

As spells and charms to save this wretched body 

At peril of my souL 
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LEAOUEB. 

She doth refuse. 

SEBAPniHE. 

Will je conduct me to the Duchess Guise, 
The mother of the duke ? she is my friend. 
Behold I the Duchess Guise herself is here. 

DUCHESS. 

She is ! she is t Yarlets, begone ! Te know 
Te dare not touch a hair of my grey head. 
Nor injure anj one I love. Begone ! begone ! 

(The murderers, disappointed, slink awaj.) 

DUCHESS. 

With what wild haste have I not sought thee, dear 1 
Oh ! with what joy do I not find thee, darling ! 
Mj house is filled with rescued victims plucked 
By thy hand, stretched down as from oozy rock 
On which slip naked £eet, to gasping drowners. 
They tell at home how thou 'scap'st fifty times, 
And each escape is reckoned by a life 
Heroically saved. 

8EBAPHIKE. 

To Gx>d all praise ! 
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DUCHESS. 

What dost thou fold so tightly in thine anns ? 

SERAPHIME. 

An orphan, 

DUCHESS. 

Does the child live ? 

SEBAFHIME. 

Look on him ; 
See, he hath cried himself into a dream 
Of his poor mother. 

DUCHESS. 

Mother ! where is she ? 

SEBAPHIME. 

Alas ! behold her. 

DUCHESS. 

This is civil war ! 

SERAPHIME. 

Not war ; oh I say not war, which doth suppose — 

Ay, even civil war, the worst — some rule 

Of honour elevating strife above 

The baseness of th' assassin's dastard stab. 

Mother, this is foul massacre ! 
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DUCHESS. 

Oh, God, it is! 
This cannot come to good. 

SEBAPHIHE. 

Worst comes to good* 
Which feeble eyes like ours cannot discern 
Through fire-prepared beginning, 

DUOH£88u 

Seraphime, 
Thine eje doth grow celestial in the light 
Of a redeemed future. 

SERAPHIME. 

It should with tears 
Be dim. 

DUCHESS. 

Let us not linger any more 
Amidst these heaps of carcasses. I sicken. 

SERAPHIME. 

Oh! Think of where we stand — here, here, the 

church, 
Whose frame reverberating shook, with tongue 
Loud calling to the slaughter : there the Louvre 
Blazing a beacon for the hand of murder I 
To think of church foundation rock bewaved 
With blood, king-tempested. 
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DUCBIESS. 

Hush, SeraphiDore, 
Stone walls have ears. 



SEKAPHmE.. 

' We stand amidst the dead. 



Flushed Massacre goes stalking o'er the land 

With poisoned piety upon his lips ; 

The keys of hell are turned the wrong way 

By hands that think they hold the keys of heaven^ 

Through Falsehood looking so like Truth deceived. 

Blasphemers flourish consecrated knive^ 

No mercy crossed upon the blades. None ••^ none ; 

None to the mother with the child at the breast ;. 

None to the maiden. — Woe unto the maiden ! 

To ev'ry woman woe, more than to man ! 

Cold-blooded massacre doth smiling wait 

Until pollution makes his feast more sweet. 

Oh ! change the scene. Oh ! let us turn from France ; 
For France is bleeding from a cureless wound, 
And the kind voice speaks comfort in my ear ; 
Asking in tender accents to behold 
And speak what I do see. 
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I see a town, 
Of veined canals, where parting silver lines 
(From bosom broad of deeply laden barge, 
Bj pull of labouring team slow moved) no more 
Plash up green banks, with flakes which curl away: 
That town is Lejden, won by man from th* ocean. 

Now 'tis beleaguered by a ring of forts ; 

Its healthy flow of industry is stayed, 

No handiwork may leave, no food pass in. 

Its walls are thronged by starving men, for whom 

Poor starving women and their little girls 

From their scant linen, to stanch wounds, make lint, 

Or mothers wring from sapless substance food. 

Each day more scarce. When not upon their posts 

These men are with these women joined in prayer. 

(Mark I 'tis the movement of the hearts of true men, 

Which makes the angels' sight of joy.) Behold, 

Two men, pre-eminently great and good ; 

The one a statesman and a warrior. 

Clear-headed and high-hearted ; and the other. 

That nearest thing to angel natures, is 

A poet loving holiness. Orange 

Hangs with his army on the foes' skirts, while 

Within the walls the tongue of Juan Dousa 

Charges all hearts with holy patriot fire — 

His ear, as blind man's keen with sense transferred. 

Detects the mufSled murmurings of weakness ! 
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His eye the city holds within its ken ; 

Sharp need his spirit nurtures, while it withers 

The poor flesh, leaving like autumnal leaf 

An exquisite transparency, which wakes 

The tenderest sorrow instead of horror's shock : 

Full trust in Grod his sunken feature mellows : 

His eyes go nestling into hearts, his tongue 

Upon the soul sheds manna. Great Prince William, 

As his sword positive, was ne'er more wise 

Than when unto the poet Juan Dousa 

He trusted the defence of Leyden town. 

Thus in the market-place he cheerful speaks : — 

" Courage, courage ! My slumber, citizens, 
Snatched in the intervals of watching hours, 
Was passed in transport of a holy dream. 
Look, said a messenger of Heaven, look up ! 
And at the bidding of his voice I looked ; 
When, lo ! a carrier pigeon from the prince. 
Softened into the aspect of a dove. 
Descending fell in haze of golden light ; 
Its wings illumined beat into a voice 
Of music, mystically breathing promise." 

He pauses in a rapt surprise, then cries : 

"My beam's a truth; the bird, behold the bird I 

p 
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With white wings like a cherub I hark ! a shot ; 
He reelss he falls, he's in the toils — my Grod ! " 
And groans of misery from the people fall. 
The quick dirining Dousa sharp resumes : 
'^ Confiision rises 'mongst the enemy, 
1 11 warrant on my life that I judge right : 
Grood news for us is gathered 'neath his wing ! 
See, muster rapid, and a movement rearwards ; 
Our friends are c<mung to the rescua Lo ! 
Another pigeon mingles with the clouds, 
Baffling the Spaniard's aim; well done, well done; 
*Tis my bird Juan, and he sees me too 1 " 

Like wafted snow, the little avalanche 

Lights straight upon his wrist, nor shuts its wing« 

'' Ah, tremulous with joy thou art, thine eye 

Already tells with vivid flash thy story. 

There, take thy kiss and go." Then loud he reads : 

" To give you food, this our well-weighed device : 

We break the dykes of Issel and the Maese. 

The sea reconquering the land, will bear 

(A generous victor) boats with arms and bread. 

The temporary ruin of your lands 

Shall be repaid by ruin of these forts, 

By which ye suffocate and sink. — God speed ! * 

" Ha I thus we find explained our foes' retreat — 
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Hark to the waters' thundering trumpet^ sounding, 
Brave Leyden citizens, your sure deliverance ! 
Our rivers, gorged with sea, burst out their banks, 
And desolating floods come spreading ia 
With awful liberation. Songs of joy 
Shouted triumphant be on the back of ruin. 
The waves that wash our meads from foes' footetain. 
Will flash to oars, and shadow heaven-filled 

He pauses with communicable doubt. 
The people's fervour, as his voice falls, faints ; 
And anxious eyes their fate seek in his own. 
And hope relapses as he slowly says:-^ 



" The waters cease to rise, our friends come not ; 
Our foes pitch tents upon the higher ground ; 
No less complete is the blockade, and we, 
Grain by the loss of our fair lands, noughl^^nought I 



n» 



A chorus of most doleful voices, cries :*^ 

" Sore is the famine. Oh I we die, we die 
Amidst the pangs of hunger, worse than sickness. 
Better surrender than to perish so I " 

Surrender I at the w(^d the poet turns 

A steady eye of wrath unpitying, mixed 

With lofty resolution, all sublime. 

p 2 
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** Who dares to speak that coward word surrender! 
Surrender, and to whom ? these treacherous hounds 
Who keep no word of faith ? Surrender, sirs ! 
And see your household tainted 'fore jour ejes ; 
And have your hearts rack'd with such pangs as 

make 
The body's torture nothing. Ah ! ye would 
Exchange flesh suffering for the soul's worse pang«»« 
A bitter bargain ! Let such go their way. 
Their swords to women left, who'd rather brave 
A thousand deaths, than purchase life with sin." 

Now interceding women lift their voice. 

*^ Pardon a passing weakness to our brethren, 
All hearts are not of superhuman mould." 

** I, too, am weak," says Dousa. *^ See these tears-^ 
What strength I have is feminine. Like you, 
Oh, pious sisters, I have strength to die ; 
But have not strength to look on shame and live. 
What's this ?" he thrilling questions, "one more bird I" 

Another bird, another waft of snow ! 
A little avalanche lights on his wrist. 
And burthen yielding, waits no soft caress. 

" Our hope now rests on Him who rules the winds^ 
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Who bids the sea obey. Pray that He loose 
Storms from the north-west, at this season due, 
' And lash the ocean high around your walls, 
That we equipp'd in boats, may succour bear. 
Sea and the storm must now your allies be. 
They, under God, our instruments of help." 

'^ Friends, let us join in solemn supplication. 

" Oh ! Thou, whose gifts oft take the awful form 

Of fearful visitation, on our knees 
We ask the blessing of the friendly storm. 

And aid sublime from all engulfing seas. 

'* Lo, from this ark our dove-like hope takes wing. 
To tell of rising, not of falling flood; 

In place of olive — may north-west winds fling 
Tides of stern mercy o'er land's every rood." 

Over the solemn crowd his voice rolls deep 
A proclamation, which lifts up the jnass 
In ecstasy of thankfulness to Him 
Who rules the winds, who bids the sea obey. 

" Our prayer is heard. Quivers the gilded vane 
On yon church steeple : lo, it points north-west. 
Hear ye these gladsome cries of coming friends ; 
See yon impatient boats that will not wait 

p3 
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The deepening until sure. Our Zealanders 

Complete the horror of the^ ghastly foe. 

Their well-steered boats through fugitires cut way : 

Leyden is free I open your poor thin aims. 

And take your brethren to your hearts. Thank God ! ** 

Then burst a choral gladness through my ear : — 

" Oh, the gladness — oh, the joy — oh, the swift embraces ! 
Oh, the sudden strength of love in these frames of 
weakness ; 
Oh, the flashing up through tears that overflow theae 
faces, 
And harmonising all to God, a pious thankful 
meekness. 

*• Flow back pure waves, you will not leave, like 
stream of blood, foul traces. 
That seas and seas from land so stained can never 
wash away. 
Oh, pleasant will your meetings be on freah reflower^d 
places. 
As ye talk o'er your deeds of yore by the music of 
the sea." 

The friendly voice saith with directing tone :-^ 

Look on the poet-patriot, withdrawn 
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From this o'erwhelming turbalence of love. 
A kindlj hand hath brought the martyr-bird. 
From whose poor broken wing the marksman 

stole 
Intelligence which his own heart befeared. 
Now see and hear what grateful poet doth : 
With spices he embalms, while from his tongue 
Flows more embalming mjrrh of friendly verse. 



Let others rear the column fair 

In grand ideal beauty, 
Be mine more gently touching care, 

Be mine more tender duty. 

Thy white wings shame the marble's hue, 
Thy breast, the broad air's skimmer, 

Beat with brave heart, what statue knew, 
My own cloud-ocean si^v'immer. 

Bright beamed thy eye ; it still is bright, 

And ever, ever will be 
A monument of stricken light, 

Though dry, with tears to fill me. 

No balm the flesh of msui can save, 
Yet thy immortal feathers, 
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Shall Time's assailing inflaence brave. 
As, when in life, all weathers. 

We give to angels wings, we give 

Fair wings to spirits blest, 
Shall not thy wings eternal live 

On a Saint's caressing breast?— 

Perhaps mine own. Ah, would 'twere given 

That Dousa, a spirit blest. 
Should ever dwelling be in heaven. 

And this bird on his breast. 

Who would not long to see the dove 
That to Noah brought the sign ? 

Who shall not feel his spirit move. 
As he sees this dove of mine. 

With inward depth of awful love, 
As a saint's before a shrine ? 

For thou brought'st sign from heaven above, 
And blessing most benign. 

With broken wing thou shookest foes, 

Announcing their disaster ; 
It came to pass ; great floods arose. 

Our Pharaoh could not master. 
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Thy wing for me was cloud by day, 
And thy news my fire by night ; 

Thy coming, e'er to me a ray 
Of rapturous hope, delight. 

As some for tomb to generous dead. 

Erect asylums warm, 
To shelter the deserted head. 

And neediest save from harm : 

So by the memorable dykes, 

The strong dear dykes of Leyden, 

Perches shall rise which sweet bird likes, 
While smiles the fondling maiden ; 

To whom the old with tears will tell, 

A bird like one of these 
Bore message of the heave and swell 

Of the saving stormy seas. 

I asked with inward breath inaudible—^ 
Pray may not Juan Dousa, when he comes 
To dwell amongst you, bear his martyr bird 
Warm nestling in his bosom, and song taught 
With notes sweet fitted to its new abode ? 
Me penetrating, answered thus the voice : — 
Things fair on earth shall not be lost. But now , 
Prepared be for thickest shade of crime. 
Is not the climax reached and past ? 
Attend ! 
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King Charles is dead of his dream's agonies. 

One night he broke from tortured sleep, and stood 

Before his mother in a rain of blood« 

Wrenched by remorse from his mad heart, and forced 

Through eveij pore, as if a drop was claimed 

With its life particle for every life 

Taken in the massacre. So died ISng Charles. 

The like mysterious law which shapes the flesh 

To deeds done in the body, is at work. 

In emblem still more horribly exact, 

On him whose counsels overruled that boy 

Through his bad mother. Herod's foul disease 

Is now corrupting in the veins of him 

Who in the dark Escurial darker broods. 

And unrepentant o'er his sterile crimes. 

The horrors of the grave, while life's yet full. 

Await remorseless Philip — horrors, horrors 

Most loathsome to the living I By no drops 

Of agonising blood through dream-racked veins 

Shall his account be tallied. For drops^ worms ; 

Worms following worms in swarm after swann. 

And lack of heart to leap into the flames 

To make thy body for the urn sweet dust I — 

Thy body which no royal vault receives 

From the embalmer's hand I Thy reign throughout, 

Thou wert life's robber, and life rules thee now, 

A hideous, noxious quenchlessness of life; 

A crawling myriad-life compelling thee, 
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As if thou wert a kingdom, to be eaten : 

Thee treating as thou didst the nations treat. 

To rotting carcase tum'd Tdiile pang'd with life. 

The manj thousands thou hast murdered rise, 

And from their vision phantomed shrouds strike 

dumb 
Thy monks, who vainly try to cry, God help thee f 

He would scale Heaven with celestial crimes ; 
He would upbuild a Babel from a base 
Laid deep in th' Inquisition^s cells of groans ; 
And lo ! the Babel totters. From its walls 
Shake many tongues confused in mockery. 

Carlos his son, the fruit of his own loins. 
Raises his headless body, while the eyes 
Of Carlos' mother glow with radiant pangs 
Upon the killer of her aon^their son. 
Where can his eyes -dnd refuge ? Lies his choice 
'Twixt isolated and 'twixt crowded crimes, 
'Twixt treachery defined as piercing steel. 
And moving crowds of mingling spectres wan? 
Shall desolated colonies present 
Their wasted fields to troops of haunting dead ? 
Shall Camoens' shorn land of conquered crown, 
She wrested from storm spirit of the Cape, 
And wore it as a guiding star across 
XTntravelled oceans unto shores unknown ? 
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Shall Lusitania creep from 'neath thj bed 
Dishevelled, wounded, ruined ? or Castile, 
Whose honour was a proverb till thy birth ? 
Or Aragon, whose fueros thou filched ? 
Shall provinces cast up their countless tombs 
To re-erected scaffolds ? Yea, shall Spain, 
The late romantic land of sword and song. 
Stand incarnated 'neath a gloomy cowl. 
Trembling at contact with unnumbered spies. 
A terrified — untrusting — a dull Spain, 
Fierce a^ a coward into corner driven. 

He doth repent not. Why should he repent ? 
Asks conscience, by false life become a lie. 
Hath he not shed this blood for Heaven's sake ? 
If shed in vain, he must shed more until 
Resistance hath but one word left : — ^Enough ! 
If Philip's Babel tumbles 'bout his ears 
The fault lies in the slackness of his arm. 
So doth he say, and his devising head 
Rolls remedies for failure. By what act 
Of most stupendous wickedness sublime 
Shall he the errors of his work repair ? 
How prop his Babel till it reach the skies ? 

Thus in the dark Escurial brooded he. 
When on his ear the heavy tidings fall 
That Leyden's free, and Orange conquering. 
Spain smote by Holland ! The galliot superb 
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Go wrecking on a mud bank wretchedly ! 
Ah ! more — ah ! more : the sharper sting remains j 
The sterner truth : a true strong man hath risen 
'Midst those unfavoured shoals, where man hath 

nought 
Save his own right unconquerable soul; 
And with a potency of will endowed, 
Whether to brave with bulwarks rushing seas ; 
Whether with tides unloosed to girdle homes 
In zones of wasting waters 'gainst advance 
Of potentates invading and commanding 
The utmost stretch of means, of all except 
The never-sleeping genius, and the heart 
Laying its pulses in the lap of Heaven. 

Of these great sons who cover sea-lost sands 
With Eden bloom, who miracles perform — 
The greatest miracle, the proof that man. 
Where most bereft, is most abundant rich — 
Amongst these heroes hath a hero risen, 
Arch-hero — an archangel of this world ; 
And Philip sickens at the sight, as one 
Inured to darkness blinks at tlie sun-light; 
And giddy grown, and reeling, hides his head, 
And faceward to the groun d falls flat Poor wretch ! 

By what inglorious act shall Philip save 
His state no longer glorious ? Use hath made 
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All dastard means familiar, so he sinks 
Contrariwise to heroes, who ascend 
Grandlj with danger, tow'ring 'gainst despair-^ 
He sinks, and sinks, till on his bellj crawling. 
And in communion grovling 'mid the haunt 
Of creeping thisgs all foul» he feels the knife 
Into his hand slipped bj that foulest fiend. 
Who o'er assassination base ^eside& 

'Tis Delft, where in the house of Orange meet 
A desperado, Grerard Balthazar, 
And one of that dark Jesuitic brood. 
So like unto each other in intent, 
There need be no characterising name. 
And thus ihej spoke, the Jesuit and he. 

BALTHAZAB. 

If thou be so desirous of his death. 
Thou unknown tempter, who art e'er beside me. 
Why eam'st thou not the price ISng Philip sets 
Upon his head ? Twenty-five thousand crowns ! 

JESUIT. 

With pardon for all past offences^ too. 

BALTHAZAB. 

Pardon ! with patent of nobility ! 

JESUIT. 

Nobility and wealth proportionate. 
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Nobility without dishonour's stain ; 

A character washed white, and pockets fulL 

Rich, clean, and noble, wherefore hesitate ? 



BALTHAZAH. 

Why dost thou hesitate ? 

JESUIT. 

Dost see my cloth ? 

BALTHAZAR. 

The prince hatli treated me with kindness much. 

JESUIT. 

The more thy merit, man. It grieves thy heart 

To do this deed ! Thy grief becomes thy merit. 

Wert thou a hardened tool, a dull machine. 

Bereft of mind to judge, of heart to feel, 

A mere recipient for royal cash, 

Then might the act be villanous, perhaps. 

RALTHAZAK. 

Money — the money I I the money want ; 
There 's frankness for thee. 

JESUIT. 

Thou shalt have the money. 



224 AN HOUR AGO; 

BALTHAZAR. 

But I want more. I want to shift the crime 

Upon some harder conscience, that at ease 

I may enjoy my money. I love sleep, 

And I dread haunting ghosts, which sweet sleep mar. 

JESUIT. 

Let sleep come crowned to thee with vintage leaves, 
And no red drops, save those of balmy wine. 
The author of the deed is not Balthazar, 
'Tis Philip, King of Spain : nor yet the King ; 
It is the Church which doth the King absolve. 
Thou thus becomest sword of King and Church ; 
And is not that nobility ? 

BALTHAZAR. 

May be. 
Yet hitherto I Ve found it difficult 
To quiet restless conscience with the dose 
Of thy prescribed maxims. I do affect, 
By thy advice, "with heretics to join 
In hymns and prayer, though I their rites abhor. 
While all the time a storm rings in my ear 
As if of wild'ring hail. Hypocrisy 
Masks torturing devils in the head. 

JESUIT. 

My friend, 
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I bade thee keep thj mind upon intent ; 
For good intent absolves the means ; because, 
Without such means, the good intent is lost. 
All means are holj made bj holy aim. 

BALTHAZAB. 

Priest, bless the weapon, and I '11 do the deed. 

JESUIT, 

Better again. I do bless thee^ mj son, 
I send thee forth, a weapon sanctified, 
To rescue Christendom from the InfideU 

BALTHAZAB. 

Twenty-five thousand crowns ; mark, twenty^-five. 
That 's sure. We '11 do it ; mind, we do it both ; 
But mine the five-and-twenty thousand crowns. 

Balthazar, hadst thou seen the look that went 
Betwixt thee and thy shadow, thou hadst flung 
The five-and-twenty thousand in his face, 
And hid thy head from Falsehood priestniisguised. 

Louisa, of that great Prince Orange, wife, 
Is an embodied fear, create of love. 
Louisa is as brave as was her father, 
And who more brave than he, the admiral -^ 
Than he, Coligny, murdered on that night, 

Q 
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When murder held her saturnalian feast. 

Louisa is as brave as was Telignj, 

Whose falliog left her widow, too^ and orphan. 

On that same eve of Saint Bartholomew I 

If virtues saved not them, so reasoned she. 

How shall their virtues^ though combined in him. 

Her own heroic Orange safe preserve ? 

Whence rose her fear, her resolution, too ? 

Her fear was all for him, for herself, none. 

She would have rode before him in the fight, 

like a conducting and a saving angeL 

She would beside him in the council sii^ 

In quiet comfortable sense that where 

She watched his presence, there no danger was. 

What guilty quiver of the eye or huid 

Could 'scape an observation strong and keen. 

And delicate, and subtle to confound 

Worst purposes ? Her frame had fined to nerve. 

To William, gently chiding fear, she 'd say 
Her fear was without weakness. She was Uied 
In fire too terrible of suffering 
For the small nervous terrors of soft ease. 
And she would plead what she had witnessed ; 
And she 'd remind him of the debt she owed 
One who had been to her as those she lost 
In that night's massacre. He'd say to her 
(In accents known that mint the gold of words 
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And ring &miliar, though to stranger's ears 

No ordered depth of harmony disclosing), 

" Her love repaid, her fortitude repaid, 

His love and fortitude a hundred fold ; 

Her equal courage, wisdom, and clear views, 

And prescience marvellous, whose flash streamed out 

An open way for hesitating valour,-— 

What owed he not to her, his own help-meet, 

Companion, and inspirer of his soul." 

Then thej would mark the wonders of that war, 

How conscience, freedom, love of law had made 

Them Davids every one, whose sling and stone 

The thrice-mailed monster of oppression slew. 

In such sweet, sadly cheerful intercourse 

They sit together as Balthazar comes. 

At the appointed hour, when to receive 

Despatches from the trusting hand of Orange. 

Louisa ! if suspicion's found at fault. 
Blame not thyself. It is the wise design 
That tyranny, hypocrisy, shall show 
How very vile they are, which could not be 
J£ evil, being left to walk the earth, 
Should not be let accomplish its bad aim. 
For, if but half divined, not wholly known, 
How could it rouse that boldness of defence, 
Which is the sun and wind, and rain and dew, 
Upon the heart where virtues only germ, 

Q 2 
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Till shaken, softened, kindled into growth. 
Thy husband, Orange, is filled full of grace 
For all the world to look upon : or else 
The world had not been troubled at his fall. 
That being troubled, sympathies might run 
Into a molten resolution strong. 
Tempestuous, and sweet as woman's tears 
O'er wounded relatives from battle borne : 
While glorj conquers pain, and hope for life 
Is eager as the fame that life survives. 
After its splendid rise from death heroic. 

Balthazar's fatal pistol. Is it fatal ? 

Sink not in self-reproaches to the earth. 

Thyself disparaging with harsh compare 

To that blind, deaf, and miserable ground 

Which tongued no warning when a murderer trod ; 

That gave no meaning, as indifferent 

K hero or if devil's footprints woke 

The senseless blab of the unfeeling air. 

See for thy fallen husband — see each man. 
Whom he did lead to combat, hath grown ten. 
Indignant soldiers feel their strength swell out 
To measureless infinitude. Young men rise 
Ashamed they were not soldiers until now. 
Thy wail, Louisa, o'er the water goes. 
And England 's conquered by thy thrilling woe. 
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Again in dark-Escurial Philip broods* 
Again, again, a barren crime — the worst ! 
Again, again, repentance none, except 
For failure, not for act. Orange hath fallen, 
But England hath arisen. He cannot 
England assassinate ; but he will crush 
With all his girdling might of vassal ports, 
In circling sweep from Lisbon to Boulogne, 
That Queen-ruled little island of the sea. 

Ho I for the final effort that decides 
K Falsehood shall overmaster the wide world, 
Or Truth immortal footing find for fight 
And all prevailing present influence. 
And triumph coming at the destined time. 

Methought that Orange, albeit 'mongst the blest, 

Oped not his ejes, and wore upon his face 

The calm sublimity of last repose. 

Is he dead, being here ? Can it be so ? 

He is not dead, he dreameth as they dream. 

Here, where their dreams bring future forms of 

things. 
As they shall pass upon the earth for those 
Whom we have left behind. When he doth wake 
Hell fancy he doth wake a century hence 
Amidst accomplishment of glorious ends 
By him begun, and for their perfectment 

Q 3 
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Committed to his race. His waking hence, 
Ileav'n within heav'n, shall be a mortal joy, 
Tlic happiest, holiest of human heart, 
Soft opening to a sense of mortal bliss. 
When William wakes anon, the day is won 
By his own spirit in his flesh and blood. 
Another William sits on England's throne ! 
A second formidable despotism, 
A despotism armoured in the spoils 
Of Philip's shattered sovercigntj, and bent 
'Gainst liberty and law, and conscience-rights. 
Writhes unto death, pierced by his valiant arm. 

Orange, embracing his triumphant son. 
Shall, under bower of sweet angels' smiles. 
Pass from prophetic unto present joy. 

A mortal's dream on earth is of the past. 
Of times confusedly compounded, while 
A dream in heaven is of the future most 
Or past or present, still the heav'nly dream 
Is seeing through the curtain of a sleep ; 
A quiet, active thoughtfulness of rest, 
Omniscient, rapt, ineffable repose. 

Alas, alas ! till now there hath been nought 
But desolation in its every form, — 
Corruption, tyranny, war, massacre, 



OR, TIME IN DREAMLAND. 281 

Polluted homes, and crimes past mortal count; 
Yet rare redeeming virtues, holdiog high 
Truth's banner to the beam of star-eyed Hope, 
Beyond the black horizon kindling far. 
But now be joyful, oh, my inmost heart ! 
Be like to the immortal ones, not sad ; 
And they not sad because the deep, wise wherfefore 
Lives underneath, and will break out in wings 
Of lovely lustrousness, bestained no more. 

Be joyful in the limits of the flesh. 

With the keen, trembling, troubled joy of man : 

The sympathies acute and unserene ; 

The tears that overrun high happiness ; 

The pangs that rapture wait on either side. 

The time will come for feelings all sublime,*— 

The time when thou shalt angel-like, as th' ocean. 

Pulse with a steady, grand subside, and rise, 

Of full, calm, thorough, permeated life, 

A never ceaseless swell of boundless power. 

Be joyful, for behold a free land shines, 
A land where desolation in no form 
Afflicts a people moving free and ready. 
From hoary grandsire and from woman aged. 
Through every phase of manhood, womanhood, 
To earliest opening strength, all, all resolved ; 
By counsel, and by passion, and by force 

Q 4 
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Bj moral and material means ; bj spirit 
Supplying place of weakness ; and where strength 
Informing o'er with superhuman power ; 
To brave and do according to the will 
By other standard measured none, except 
The claims of stern necessity, though they 
Should lofty rise as heaven-piercing peaks 
To mortal foot untrod, or sink as deep 
As seas unfathomed by the art of man* 

Oh ! 'tis a glorious sight — a land alive ! 
A land in movement, on no inroad bent ; 
A land not lured by wild ambition 'gainst 
An unoffending neighbour ; prompted not 
By cravings undefined, and hungry needs 
Of lust, or plunder, vain excitement, nor 
Th' abominable wish to form its strength 
At fellow creatures' cost — that multiple 
Conspiracy of wickedness t' allay 
The domineering tyranny that works 
Its dark perversion in the heart of man, — 
The mighty oncy or multitude alike. 

Free, free itself, it hath gone forth for freedom : 
Its sons, its sympathies, its treasures sent 
To help the bold minority abroad, 
And with success ; for, lo ! 'tis threatened now ; 
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A threat from Philip ! Ho ! to arms ! the cry ; 
And who cries first, the queen or people, who? 
In that spontaneous burst, what ear hath caught 
The earliest summons or the first response, 
Where the same thought doth flame out all at once 
From throne to people, and from people up 
To that great queen beloved who feels with them ? 

Great Heaven hath placed a woman on the throne. 
That at the moment of her sorest need 
England's divisions, parties, jealousies. 
Should chivalrously melt at queenly voice 
To rivalry of loyalty and love. 
Christians and Englishmen so are they all. 
Who dares call Howard papist in that hour, 
When Howard points his patriotic sword 
At head of papist Philip ? 

Rides the queen. 
And doth a cloud close round that verdant land, — 
Cloud charged with fiery vomit of forged chains. 
Of racks and screws, and missionary bolts ? 
And do they shake before the storm with fear 
Of Philip urging preparation on ? 
'Fore heaven it is a merry festival, 
Spread out from end to end of the gay land, 
And travelling out to sea, and sea and land 
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Chiming a gurgling laugh of genial joy, — 
'Midst all these smiling, open brows, no frown. 
Thou art not worth their anger, wretched king ; 
'Tis not to thee, 'tis towards their queen they turn 
Their animated faces, like that sea 
Dissolved in sun-light^ where her war-horse white, 
As silvered cliff, or vivid cresting foam. 
Bears her before her ranged battalions long. 

And when they cheer, doth not their grand hurrah 
Shake the Armada like a trumpet-blast^ 
And ope its seams to the devouring sea ? 

'Tis heard, the grand hurrah ; 'tis heard by winds 

That thunder down with thrilling instruments 

Waking the waters up to concert pitch. 

The winds and waters will befriend the right ; 

They, gods of this great Eiad, taking part 

With pigmy vessel pliant to the gale ; 

While thumps th' unwieldy armament of Spain, 

Like wounded crocodile beswamped among 

The lithe, swart children of the banks of Nile. 

Who round yon separated monster steers ? 

And who round that and that, and fires and fires 

With sure tormenting aim, and at his ease 

Riddles th' unmanageable giant, till 

The proper moment comes, when swift all climb 
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With agile limbs steep perpendiculars, — 
How, by what means, let valour wild explain, — 
Till panic-stricken numbers strike their flags, 
Bewildered and unconscious how they fall. 

'Tis hand to hand,— ^ 'tis ship 'gainst single ship : 

So will the gales, and Ruler of the gales : 

Fair play is made for them who fair play love ; 

All coward combinations of the mighty 

Are by just-dealing storms asunder smote ; 

No many monsters, threes and twos, shall bear 

The little fiery-hearted barks down, down 

By sheer brute strength. Oh ! no, the winds are just. 

Would I could speak their names ! which, as I said 

Low to myself, a spirit by my side, 

I had till now unnoticed, spoke to me. 

" These are the Raleighs, Frobishers, and Drakes, 

Knight-errants of the sea. Alone they learned. 

When upon isolated ventures bent. 

To trust to single daring ; shrunk they not 

From any enterprise that worthy seemed 

And offered gain, or glory, or increase 

Of new discovery, or conquest fair. 

With or without commission from the crown, 

They swept the Spanish settlements, and stood 

On valour's rights for their indemnity. 

They were queen's officers, who held her flag 
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Unstooping in the battle ; heroes who i 

No confidence anticipated asked, 
But that the nation ratify their deeds, 
The nation debtors to their own brave kin. 
See, how thej grapple one with one, as each 
Had with gold-laden galliot on the main 
Fought his trim pinnace, fought and ever won," 

^' Art thou a mortal like myself, that thou, 
In human language and with feelings human, 
Dost mingle in the combat. Who art thou ? " 

As with a graceful pointing of his hand 
And move insensible, that distant guns 
Told dimly of our change of place, he said, — 
" Hear my name spoken by a friend below." 

Whereon I listened to a low-voiced song, 
A sweet and gentle melancholy wail, 
A tender sorrow from a melting heart 
By Spenser uttered for his Philip Sidney. 

• 

" And is that poet in inspired hour 

Of inspiration best, when memory 

Tunes her dear harp by lofty virtue's tomb, — 

Is he or thou immortal ? He, climbing heaven 

On golden ladder let down to his dream, 

Or thou descending with a mortal heart 
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And heaven's beam on thy angelic brow, 
Spenser or Sidney who now angel more ? 
Oh, these pure tears are pearls, and deck the crown 
Of that dear heirloom which the poets work 
Immortal for the brow of their own land. 
Posterity will spell great Sidney's name 
Through these undying characters." 

" And yet 
A greater prophet than our Spenser comes; " 
Answered the gracious spirit of the knight. 
** We only gleamed, as gentle morning grey 
The hill tops silvering. The full-beamed sun 
Whose one effulgence puts out all the stars, 
A genius cradled in the Armada Storm 
Shall not allow the grandeur of these times. 
Into an item chronicled, to fall. 
'Tis in his magnitude of matchless song 
Will mankind grow familiar with an age. 
The greatest of the world, because it brought. 
Through its capacity, this genius forth. 
Its glories full incarnated in him. 
As wild seas lost in caverns leave their shrieks 
Amidst the rocks without, so passions strong 
Rolled off their frenzy as they thronged his breast, 
And moaned into a music that made weep 
Soul purifying tears. His fancy spans 
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The weeping that he masters with a rainbow 
Of delicatest colours — while his mind 
After imagination's tempest, grand 
As the last trumpet, shines forth placidly, 
With genial wisdom's toleration mild. 
He is th' Armada Poet — that one man 
Great as the universal act that saved, 
And saving, raised Britannia to first rank 
Amongst the nations. And when faintly grows 
The memory of this achievement, dimmed 
By bright succeeding actions, he shall shine 
In his unrivalled glory on for ever/* 

Sweet Avon's banks revealing as he spoke 
Were sudden hid in darkness; for a storm 
Was travelling o'er the land, and the wild sea 
Hissed in the frequent lightnings, and I saw 
The labouring remnants of the Spanish fleet 
Pitch helplessly at mercy of the winds 
And break their ribs upon tormented shores. 
And then there was a brightness, and methought 
Th 'unspotted silver of Truth's whisp'ring wings 
Shook out in light and music, and her face 
Grew that of Seraphime's. Then when she spoke 
I recognised the friendly voice that gave 
Sweet answers to my inward questions oft. 
The voice was hers ! and then it changed to one 
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Familiar as my own, which softly said, — 

" Thou hast profoundly slept a good long hour. 

Here by the fire-side in thy study chair," 

" An hour — no more ! A century in dream-land ! 

The mystery is done. We'll talk it over." 



THE END. 
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